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THE WAYS OP LISE 



A PEEFACE. " 

ON THE EBB TIDE. 

I DO not pretend to say that the two stories 
included in this volume are conscious or inten- 
tional studies of the jphase of human experience 
which I can describe in no other way than by 
calling it the ebb, in contradistinction to that tide 
in the affairs of men which we all know is, to 
those who can identify and seize it, the great 
turning-point of life, and leads on to fortune. 
But they were at least produced under the influ- 
ence of the strange discovery which a man makes 
when he finds himself carried away by the retiring 
waters, no longer coming in upon the top of the 
wave, but going out. This does not necessarily 
mean the decline of life, the approach of age, or 
any natural crisis, but something more poignant — 
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the wonderful and overwhelming revelation which 
one tiine:*pr other comes to most people, that 
their .'kikxiser, whatever it may have been, has 
comd.''to a stop: that such successes as they 
may. 'have achieved are over, and that hence- 
f6rward they must accustom themselves to the 
'lihought of going out with the tide. It is a very 
;'vi '-startling discovery to one who has perhaps been 
V.V going with a tolerably full sail, without any 
consciousness of weakened energies or failing 
power; and it usually is as sudden as it is 
strange, a thing unforeseen by the sufferer him- 
self, though probably other people have already 
found it out, and traced the steps of its approach. 
Writers of fiction, and those whose work it is to 
realise and exhibit, as far as in them lies, the 
vicissitudes and alterations of life, are more usually 
employed in illustrating the advance of that tide — 
in showing how it is caught or lost, and with 
what an impetus, and what accompaniments it 
flings itself higher and higher up upon the beach, 
with the sunshine triumphant in the whirl of the 
big wave as it turns over and breaks into foam, 
and the flood claps its hands with a rejoicing 
noise. But yet the ebb has its poetry, too; the 
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colouTB are more sombre, the sentiment ia different. 
The flood which in its rise seemed ahnoat in- 
dividual, pervaded by something like cocseioue 
life of force and pleasure, becomes like an abstract 
relentless fate when it pours back into the deep 
gulf of a sea of torgettulnesa, with a rush of 
whitened pebbles dragged front the beach, or a 
long espanse of uncovered sands left bare, studded 
with slippery fragments of rock and tho bones 
of shipwrecked boats. These are no more than 
symbols of the rising and falling again of human 
feeling, which, in all its phases, is of the highest 
interest to those who recognise, even in its 
imaginary developments, a shadow of their own. 
The moment when we first perceive that our 
individual tide has turned is one which few persons 
will find it possible to forget. We look on with 
a piteous surprise to see our little triumphs, our 
not-little hopes, the future we had still believed 
in, the past in which we thought our name and 
fame would still be to the good, whatever happened, 
all floating out to sea to he lost there, oat of 
sight of men. In the morning all might seem 
as Bure to go on for ever — that is, for our time, 
which means the sane thing — as the sky over 
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VLB, or the earth beneath oar feet; but before 
evening there was a different story, and the tide 
was in full retreat, carrying with it both convic- 
tions of the past and hope in the future, not only 
our little laurels, all tossed and withered, and 
our little projects, but also the very heart oi 
exertion, our confidence in ourselves and pro- 
vidence. The discovery comes in many different 
ways — ^in the unresponsive silence which greets 
an orator who once was interrupted by perpetual 
cheers, in the publishing of a book which drops 
and is never heard of more, or, as in the present 
case, the unsold pictures: and in the changed 
accent with which the fickle public pronounces a 
once favoured name. 

There are some who salute this discovery with 
outcries of indignation and refusal to believe. 
They think, like the French, that they are be- 
trayed, or, like many of us, that an enemy has 
done this: a malignant critic perhaps, an ill- 
disposed publisher or dealer : and save their own 
pride by putting forth explanations, and persuading 
themselves, if nobody else, that the thing is tem- 
porary and an accident, or else that it is due to 
cruel fate, and the machinations of evil-hearted 
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men. But when, amid the gifts of the artist, be 
they small or great, he happens to retain the 
clearer reason, the common-senBe of ordinary in- 
telligence, it IB more difficult to tako refuge in such 
Belf-deceptions, merciful espedieuta of Nature as 
they may be to blind us to our own misfortunes. 
The reasonable man has the worst of it in such 
casea. It is less possible for him to beheve in a 
mysterious fate or in malign influences. He ia 
obliged to allow to himself that the going out of 
the tide is as natural as its coming in, and that 
he is no way exempted from the operation of those 
laws which affect human reputation and comfort 
as much as the rising and the falling affect the 
winds and the seas. 

These problems of the common life, though they 
are perhaps leas cheerful, are surely as fit subieets 
for fiction as are the easier difficulties of youth. 
It is common to say that all the stories have 
been told and every complication exhausted, so 
that we can do nothing but repeat the old themes 
over again, with such variety of treatment as our 
halting genius can suggest. Eomance itself, they 
say, is gone, which ia an assertion strenuously 
contradicted by the most powerful of our young . . 
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writerSi Mr. Budyard Eipling, who replies to it 
in very energetic tones, that, Here is a steam- 
engine, which is Bomance incarnate, the great 
poetry of form and purpose, a creation, as distinct 
as Hamlet or Lear, a big, dutiful, but exigent 
giant which a touch can turn into a destroyer, 
but loving guidance into the most useful servant 
and friend of man. The tramp of its mighty 
feet across the wastes of the sea, bringing the 
man home to his wife, the son to his mother, 
is poetry, is joy to this eager spirit. I am 
disposed in moderation to accept the belief of the 
young author who has a most broad and manful 
perception of life as something more than love- 
making, and to acknowledge the mysterious mon- 
strous thing which he makes heroic. To show in 
his masterful way how every consenting part of 
the big machine as it clanks on with large un- 
wieldy steps, so many beats to a minute, sounds 
a note in the symphony of hfe and service, a 
voice in the great strain of song which rises 
from earth to heaven, is more worthy than all 
the unsavoury romances of all the decadents. 
Would not St. Francis, had he lived to see it, 
have called to Brother Iron and Brother Steel, 
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Btrong henchmen of God, and Sister Steam, with 
her -wreaths of snow, though her voice be not 
sweet, to join the song ol the Creatures in honour 
ot the Maker, as he called upon fire and water ' 
in his famous hymn? or that older minstrel in 
the ancient ages, to whom "snow and vapour, 
wind and storms fulfilling His word," were already 
memhere of the great choir? It must be added, 
however, when all is said, that it is the grimy 
engineer behind wat'^hing every valve and guiding 
every stroke who makes the romance of the 
machine, as interesting in his way as Eomeo, who, 
though he is the perennial hero, and attracts the 
greatest general interest, is not so mach of a man. 
I have often felt while sick or sorry, and crav- 
ing a little rational entertainment and distraction 
— which, in my opinion, it is one of the highest 
aims of the novelist to supply— that the everlasting 
treatment of the piimary problem of youth, as 
if there was no other in the world, was at once 
fatiguing to the reader and injudicious on the 
part ot the writer. Wlien we want to be taken 
out of ourselves by the lively presentment of other 
people's difficulties and troubles, it is tiresome 
to ba always turned back to the disappointments 
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or the successes of eighteen, or — in deference to 
the different standard of age held to be interest- 
ing by this generation — let us say five-and-twenty. 
I do not in the least deny the great advantages 
of that episode in life for treatment in fiction. 
It is almost the only episode which comes to a 
distinct, while it may be, at the same time, a 
cheerful, end ; and its popularity is obvious : and 
it is a subject which women, who form the bulk 
of readers of fiction, are rarely tired of; all of 
which points are important. The elder writers 
made it the chief thread in the web of fancy, 
but surrounded the young people with plenty of 
fathers and mothers, neighbours and servants, 
doctors, clergymen, lawyers, etc., and all the 
paraphernalia of common life. But I weary of 
the two by themselves, or almost by themselves, 
as happens so often; and if the artifices, with 
which we are so familiar, by which they are 
brought together, are fatiguing, how much more 
so are those uglier artifices by which, being 
linked together, they are torn asunder again, 
and a fierce duel of what is called passion is 
set before us against the lurid skies as the chief 
object of interest in the world? Novelists make 
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a great moan when they are hindered in the 
working out of such subjects, and cry loudly to 
heaven and earth against the limited intelligences 
which object to them, the British matron, the 
young person, and so forth. It seems to me that 
they would be more reasonable if they complained 
of the monotonous demand for a love-story which 
crushes out of court all the rest of life — so infinite 
in variety, so full of complication, so humorous, 
so mysterious, so natural and true. 

I have wondered often whether Macaulay and 
Darwin, and such great men, whom it is the 
pride of the novel writer to quote as finding their 
recreation in novels, were not of my opinion; 
though it is sadly disconcerting to find from his 
own account that all Mr. Darwin wanted was 
a story which ended happily — a judgment which 
is humbling to one's pride in a reader of whom 
one was so much inclined to boast. So do I like 
a story which ends happily. And since the public 
is fond of such small revelations, I may here 
confess that I have often begUDt a story with the 
determination to be high-minded — to treat my 
young lovers without indulgence, and either kill 
them or part them in deference to the rules of Art 
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But my heart has generally failed me, and I have 
rarely found courage to do them any harm, 
They will have plenty of trouble in the world, 
one knows — why should one cross them in the 
beginning of their career? 

These, however, are questions of a lighter 
mood than the one with which I began, and a 
manifest digression from that theme. The two 
stories which follow treat not of the joy and 
pride of life, but of those so often unforeseen 
misfortunes and accidents which shape it towards 
its end. Life appears under a very different 
aspect to the man who has felt the turn of the 
tide. Probably the discovery has been quite 
sudden, startling, and, so far as he knows, 
private to himself. His friends all the time 
may go on hailing him as poet, creator — all 
manner of fine things. If he discloses his dis- 
covery to them, he is met by reproaches for his 
dejection, his distrust and gloomy views; the 
compliments which he knows so well and believes 
so little are heaped again upon him; he is out 
of health, out of spirits, overworked, they say, 
in want of rest; a few weeks leisure and repose, 
and he " ' *self again — as if it were a 
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mood or a freak ol temper, and not a fact 
staving him in the face. Bat usually he is too 
much stunned to speak. He is not dying, or Hke 
to die, though his career has come or is coming 
to an end. It would be far more appropriate, 
far more dramatic if he were; hut death is 
illogical, and will seldom come at the moment 
when it is wanted, when it would moat appro- 
priately solve the problem of what is to be done 
after ? — which becomes the most pressing, the 
most necessary of questions. Why did not 
Napoleon die at Waterloo? He lived to add a 
pitiful postscript to hia existence, to accumulate 
all kinds of squalid miseries about his end, 
instead of the dramatic and clear-cut conclusion 
which he might have attained by a merciful 
ballet or the thrust of a bayonet. And how 
well it would be to end thus when we have 
discovered that our day is over 1 But so far from 
that, the man has to go on, as if nothing had 
happened, " in a cheerful despair," as I have read 
in a note-book — as if to-day were as yesterday, 
or perhaps more abundant. 

" Wo poetfl in our youth begin in gladiieBS, 
Bat after cornea in the end decipondencj and madnesi," 
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says Wordsworth. " We have wrought no deliver- 
ance in the earth," says with profounder meaning 
a much older poet. A man in such straits may 
sometimes save himself as Hamlet would have 
done, with a bare bodkin, had not the thought 
of that something after death which might be 
worse even than present calamity deterred him; 
but if he is of other mettle and cannot run away, 
or leave his post save at the lawful summons, 
the question, What he is to do ? is overwhelming. 
No hope of being carried to any island valley of 
Avillion by stately queens in that boat which is 
going out with the tide. And no rebellion against 
fate will do him the slightest service. He has to 
hold his footing somehow — but how? 

I confess that I have not had the courage to 
follow this question, in either of the cases treated 
here, to such depths of human discomfiture as 
may have been, or may yet be. A greater artist 
might have done so, and led the defeated man 
through all the depths of humiliation and 
dismay; but my hand is not strong or firm 
enough to trace out to the bounds of the catas- 
trophe the last possibilities of the broken career. 
What in the jargon of the age is called the 
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pyschological moment is that in which the first 
discovery is made, and the startled victim sud- 
denly perceives what has happened to him, and 
feels in every plank of his boat the downward 
drag of the ebb tide, and looks about him wildly 
to see if there is anything he can lay hold of 
to arrest it, any deliverance or any escape. This 
is the case of Mr. Sandford, the hero of the first 
of the following tales: and of many others who 
are not favoured by so speedy and so complete 
an answer to this bewildering problem of life. 

The other story is different ; for Robert Dalyell, 
the subject of that, has laid his plans arbitrarily 
to escape out of it, doing what seems to him the 
best he can for those who belonged to him. And 
here again there is much more to say than has 
been said ; for the condition of the man who blots 
himself out of life without dying, and accepts a 
kind of moral annihilation while yet all the sources 
of life are warm within him, might well afford 
us one of the most tragic chapters of human 
history. But I have shrunk from those darker 
colours with a compunction for him whom I 
have made to suffer, which is quite fantastical 
and out of reason, but yet true. To have brought 

b2 
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him into the world for the mere purpose of 
exhibiting his torments seems bad enough without 
searching into the depths of them, and betrajdng 
those secrets which he himself accepts with a 
robust commonplace of endurance as the natural 
consequences of the step he has taken. 

I may add here that the circumstances of this 
latter story, -which a just but severe writer has 
upbraided me with taking from real life, are indeed, 
so far as the central incident goes, facts in a family 
history, but facts of which I know neither the 
date nor the personages involved, all of whom are 
purely imaginary, as are most of the consequences 
that follow, at least so far as is known to me. 

The reader, I hope, will forgive a writer very 
little given to explanations, or to any personal 
appearance, for these prefatory words. 

M. 0. W. 0. 



MR. SANDFORD. 



CBAPTEE I. 

Hh was a man approaching sixty, but in perfect 
health, and with no painful physical reminders 
that he had already accompliBhed the greater part 
of Hfe's journey. He was a successful man, who 
had attained at a comparatively early ago the 
heights of his profession, and gained a name for 
himself. No painter in England was better or 
more favourably known. He had never been 
emphatically the faahion, or made one of those 
great "hits" which are far from being invariably 
any teat of genius ; but his pictures had always 
been looked tor with pleasure, and attracted a 
large and very even share of popular approbation. 
From year to year, for what was really a very 
long time, though in his good health and cheerful 
occupation the progress of time had never forced 
itself upon him unduly, he had gone on doini' 
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very well, getting both praise and pudding — ^good 
prices, constant commissions, and a great deal 
of agreeable applause. A course of gentle un- 
interrupted success of this description has a 
curiously tranquillising effect upon the mind. It 
did not seem to Mr. Sandford, or his wife, or 
any of his belongings, that it could ever fail. 
His income was more like an official income, 
coming in at slightly irregular intervals, and with 
variations of amount, but wonderfully equal at 
the year's end, than the precarious revenues of 
an artist. And this fact lulled him into security 
in respect to his pecuniary means. He had a 
very pleasant, ample, agreeable life — a pretty and 
comfortable house, full of desirable things ; a 
pleasant, gay, not very profitable, but pleasant 
family ; and the agreeable atmosphere of applause 
and public interest which gave a touch of per- 
fection to all the other good things. He had 
the consciousness of being pointed out in every 
assembly as somebody worth looking at : " That's 
Sandford, you know, the painter." He did not 
dislike it himself, and Mrs. Sandford liked it very 
much. Altogether it would have been difficult to 
find a more pleasant and delightful career. 
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TTi fl wife had been the truest compaition and 
helpmeet of all his eacly life. She had made 
their small means do in the beginning when 
money was not plentiful. She had managed to 
do him credit in all the many appearances in 
Boeiety which a rising painter finds to his advan- 
tage, while still apending very little on herself 
or her dress. She had kept all going, and saved 
him from a thousand anxieties and cares. She 
had sat to him when models proved expensive 
80 often that it was a common joke to say that 
some reflection of Mrs. Sandford'a face was in 
all his pictures, from Joan of Arc to Queen 
Elizabeth. Now that the children were grown 
up, perhaps the parents were a Kttle less together 
than of old. She had her daughters to look after, 
who were asked out a great deal, and very anxious 
to be fashionable and to keep up with then- fine 
friends. The two grown-up girls were both pretty, 
animated, and pleasant creatures, full of the 
chatter of society, yet likewise full of better things, 
There were also two grown-up sons : one a young 
barrister, briefless, and fond of society too ; the 
other one of those agreeable do-nothings who 
are mors pre^-alent nowadays than ever befo 
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a very clever fellow, who had just not succeeded 
as he ought at the University or elsewhere, but 
had plenty of brains for anything, and only wanted 
the opportunity to distinguish himself. They 
were all full of facility, both boys and girls, but 
all took a good deal out of the family stores 
without bringing anything in. Ever since these 
children grew up the family life had been on a 
very easy, ample scale. There was never any 
appearance of want of money, nor was the 
question ever discussed with the young ones, who 
had really no way of knowing that there was any- 
thing precarious in that well-established family 
income which provided them with everything they 
could desire. Sometimes, indeed, Mrs. Sandford 
would shake her head and declare that she '' could 
not afford " some particular luxury. " Oh, non- 
sense, mamma ! " the girls would say, while Harry 
would add, "That's mother's rdle, we all know. 
If she did not say so she would not be acting 
up to her part/* They took it in this way, with 
the same, or perhaps even a greater composure 
than if Mr. Sandford's revenues had been drawn 
from the three per cents. 
It was only after this position had been attained 
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that any anxieties arose. At first it had seemed 
quite certain that Jack would speedily distinguiBb 
himself at the bar, and become Lord Chancellor 
in course of time ; and that something would 
turn up for Harry — most likely a Government 
appointment, which bo well known a man as hia 
father had a right to expect. And Mrs. Sandtord, 
with a sigh, had looked forward with certainty 
to the early marriage of her girls. But some 
years had now passed smee Ada, who was the 
youngest, had been introduced, and as yet nothing 
of that kind had happened, Harry was pleasantly 
about the world, a great help in accompanying his 
aiaters when Mrs. Sondford did not want to go 
oat, but no appointment had fallen in his way; 
and the briefs which Jack had procured were very 
few and very trifling. Things went on quite 
pleasantly all the same. The young people enjoyed 
themselves very much — they were asked everywhere. 
Lizzie, who had a beautiful voice, was an acquisi- 
tion wherever she went, and helped her siBter and 
her brothers, who could all make themselves agree- 
able. The life of the household flowed on in the j 
pleasantest way imaginable ; everything was b 
delightful, easy. Mrs. Sandford was bo good i 
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manager that all domestio arraugements went be 
on velvet. She was never put out if two or throe 
people appeared enespectcdl; to lunch. An im- 
promptu dinner party even, though it might: dis- 
turb cook, never disturbed mamma. There was 
no extravagance, but everything delightEuUy liberal 
and full. The first vague uneasiuess that crept 
into the atmosplioro waa about the boys. It was 
Mrs. Sar.dfurd herself vrho began this. " Did 
you speak to Lord Okeham about Harry?" she 
said to lier husband one day, when she had been 
particularly elated by the appearance of that noble- 
man at her tea-table. He had come to look al 
a picture, and he was very williug afterwardB, it 
appeared, to como into the drawing-room to tea. 

" How could I ? I scarcely know him. It h 
difficult euough to aek a friend — but a man 1 
have ouly seen ivdce " 

" Your money or your life," said Harry, with 
a laugh. He was himeelf quite tranquil about 
hie appointment, never doubting that Bome day 
it would turn up. 

" It is easier to ask a stranger than a friend," 
said Mrs. Bandford. " It is like trading on friend- 
ship with a man you know ; but this man's nothing 
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liut a patron, or an admirer. I should have asked 
him hke — I mean at once." 

"Mother was going to say lilte a shot — she ia 
getting dreadfully slangy, worse than any of ns. 
Let's hope old Okeham will come back ; there's not 
mneh time lost," said the cheerful youth, 

"When your father was your age he was making 
a good deal of money. We were beginning to see 
our way," said Mrs. Sandford, shaking her head. 

" What an awfully imprudent pair you must 
have been to marry so early ! " cried Jack. 

"I wonder what you would say to us if we sug- 
gested anything of the kind ? " said Mies Ada, who 
had made herself very agreeable to Lord Okeham. 

"A poor painter ! " said Lizzie, with a tone in 
her voice which her mother understood — for, indeed 
Mrs. Sandford did not at all encourage the atten- 
tions of poor painters, having still that early 
certainty o! great matches in her mind. 

The young people were quite fond of their 
parents, very proud of their father, dutiful as far 
as was consistent with the traditions of their 
generation : but naturally they were of opinion that 
fathers and mothers were slightly antiquated, and 
did not possess the last lights. 
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" The young ones are too many for you, Mary," 
said Mr. Sandford ; but he added, ^' It's true what 
your mother says; you oughtn't to be about so 
much as you are, doing nothing. You ought to 
grind as long as you're young " 

" At what, sir ? " said Harry, with mock rever- 
ence. Mr. Sandford did not reply, for indeed he 
could not. Instead of giving an answer he went 
back to the studio, which indeed he had begun to 
find a pleasant refuge in the midst of all the flow 
of youthful talk and laughter, which was not of the 
kind he had been used to in his youth. Young 
artists, those poor painters whom Mrs. Sandford 
held at arms' length, are not perhaps much more 
sensible than other young men, but they have at 
least a subject on which any amount of talk is 
possible, and which their elders can understand. 
Mr. Sandford was proud of his children, and loved 
them dearly. Their education, he believed, was 
much better than his own, and they knew a great 
deal more on general subjects than he did. But 
their jargon was not his jargon, and though it 
seemed very clever and knowing, and even amusing 
for a while, it soon palled upon him. He went 
back to his studio and to the picture he was 
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painting, for the daylight was etill good. It was 
the largest of his Academy pictures, and nearly 
finished. It occurred to him as he stood looking 
at it critically from a diHtanee, with his head on 
one side and his hand shading now one part now 
another, that Lord Okeham, though very compli- 
mentary, had not said anything about a desire to 
possess in his small collection a specimen of such a 

well-known master as . He remembered, now, 

that it was with this desii^e that his lordship had 
been Bupposed to be coming. Daniells, the picture 
dealer, had said as much. " He wants to come and 
see what you've got on the stocks. Tell you w'at, 
old man, 'e's as rich as Cressus. Lay it on thick, 
'e won't mind— give you two thou' as easy as five 
'undred." This was what, with his usual elegant 
familiarity, Mr. Daniells bad said. It occurred to 
Mr. Sandford, with a curious little pang of surprise, 
that Lord Okeham had not said a word on the 
subject. He had admired everything, he had 
lingered upon some of the Hraaller sketches, making 
little remarks in the way of criticism now and then 
which the painter recognised as very judicious, but 
he had not said a word about enriching his col- 
lection with a specimen, &;g. The eui-prise with. 
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which Mr. Sandford noticed this had a sort of sting 
in it — a prick like the barb of a fish-hook, like the 
thorn upon a rose. He did not at the moment 
exactly perceive why he should have felt it so. 
After a little while, indeed, he began to smile at the 
idea that it was from Okeham that this sting came. 
What did one man's favour, even though that man 
was a cabinet minister, matter to him ? It was not 
that, it was the discussion that followed which had 
left him with a prick of disquiet, a tingling spot in 
his mind. He must, he felt, speak to some one 
about Harry — ^not Lord Okeham, whom he did not 
know, who had evidently changed his mind about 
that specimen of so well-known, &c. He would 
not dream of saying anything to him, a man not 
sympathetic, a stranger whom, though he might 
offer him a cup of tea, he did not really know ; but 
it was very clear that Harry ought to have some- 
thing to do. 

So ought Jack. Jack had a profession, but that 
did not seem to advance him much. Mr. Sandford ' 
had early determined that his sons should not be 
artists like himself — that they should have no pre- 
carious career, dependent on the favour of picture 
dealers and patrons, notwithstanding that he himself 
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had done very well in that way. He had always 
resolved from the beginning to give them every 
advantage, Mr. Sandford roealled to mind that 
a few yeara ago he had been veiy strenuoue on this 
point, talliing of the duty of giving his children the 
very beat education, which was the best thing any 
father could do for his children. He had been very 
confident indeed on that subject ; now he pauaed 
and rubbed his ehin meditatively with hia mahl- 
etick. Was it possible that he was not quite so 
sure now ? He shook himself free from this 
troublesome coil of thought, and made up his mind 
that he must make an effort about Harry. Then 
he put down hia bruahea and went out for his 
afternoon walk. 

In earlier days Mra. Sandford would have come 
into the studio ; she would have talked Lord 
Okeham over. She would have said, " Oh, he did 
not like that forest bit, didn't ho ? Upon my word ! 
I suppose my lord thinks he is a judge ! " 

"What he said was reasonable enough. He does 
know something about it. I told you myself I was j 
not aatisfied with the balance of colour. Tho | 
shadow's too dark. The middle distance — 

"Oh, Edward, don't talk nonsense: the 
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like you — ^you're so ridiculously modest. If the 
cook were to come in one morning and tell yon she 
thought your composition bad, you would say 
she approached the picture without any bias, 
and probably what she said was quite true. Gome 
out for a walk." 

This, be it clearly understood, was an imaginary 
conversation. It did not take place for the excel- 
lent reason that Mrs. Sandford was in the drawing- 
room, smiling at the witticisms of her young ones, 
and saying at intervals, '' Gome, come, Lizzie ! " 
and " Don't be so satirical. Jack." They were not 
nearly such good company as her husband, nor did 
they want her half so much, but she thought they 
did, and that it was her duty to be there. So Mr. 
Sandford, who did not think of it at all as a 
grievance, but only as a natural necessity, had 
nothing but an imaginary talk which did not relieve 
him much, and went out for his walk by himself. 

It would be foolish to date absolutely from that 
day a slight change that began to work in him — 
but it did come on about this time : and that was 
an anxiety that the boys should get on and begin 
their life's work in earnest which had not affected 
him before. He had been too busy to think much 
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except about his work so long as the young 
ones were well ; and the period at which the young 
ones become men and women is not alwaya easy 
for a father to discern so long as they are all under 
his roof as in their childish days. He, too, had let 
things flow along in the well-being of the time 
without pausing to inquire how long it was to last, 
or what was to come of it. A man of sixty who is 
in perfectly good health does not feel himself to 
be old, nor think it necessary to consider the 
approaching end of his career. Something, how- 
ever, aroused him now about these boys. He got a 
little irritable when he saw Harry about, playing 
tennis with the girls, sometimes spending the 
whole day in flannels. "Why can't he do some- 
thing ? " he said to his wife. 

"Dear Edward," said Mrs. Sandford, " what can 
the poor boy do ? He is only too anxious to do' 
something. He is always talking to me about 
it. If only Lord Okeham or some one would get 
a post for him. Is there no one yon can epealc 
to about poor Harry ? " 

This was turning the tables upon Harry's father, 
who, to tell the truth, was very slow to ask favours, 
and did not like it all. He did s^eak, ko'voiSKC — 
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not to Lord Okeham, but to an inferior potentate, 
and was told that all the lists were full, although 
everybody would be delighted, of course, to serve 
him if possiLrlo; and nothing cams of that. Then 
there was Jack. The young man came into dinner 
one day in the highest spirits. He had got a brief — 
a real brief — a curiosity which he regarded with a 
jocular admiration. " I shall be a rich man in no 
time," he said. 

"How much is your lee?" aslced one of the 
girlB. "lou muBt take ub somewhere mth it 
Jack." 

" It is two guineas," Jack said, and then there 
waa a general burst of laughter — that laughter 
young and fresh which is sweet to the ears of 
fathers and mothers. 

" That's majestic," Harry said ; " lend us some- 
thing, old fellow, for luck," and they all laughed 
again. They thought it a capital joke that Jack 
should earn two guineas in six months. It did not 
hurt him or any of them ; he had everything he 
wanted as if he had been earning hundreds. But 
Mr. Sandford did not laugh. This time it vexed 
and disturbed him to bear all the cheerful banter 
and talk about Jack's two guineas. 
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"It is all very well to laugh," he said to his 
wife afterwards, "but how is he ever to live upon 
that ? " 

" Dear Edward, it's not like you to take their 
fun in earnest," said the mother. " The poor boy 
has such spirits — and then it's always a beginning." 

"I am afraid his spirits are too good. If he 
would only take life a little more seriously " 

" Why should he ? " said Mrs. Sandford, taking 
high ground; "it is his happiest time. If he 
wanted to marry and set up for himself it might 
be different. But they have no cares — as yet. We 
ought to be thankful they are all so happy at home. 
Pew young men love their home Uke our boys. We 
ought to be very thankful," she repeated with a 
devout look upon her upturned face. It took the 
words out of his mouth. He could not say any 
more. 

But he kept on thinking. The time was passing 
away with great rapidity — far more quickly than it 
had ever done. Sunday trod on the heels of Sim- 
day, and the months jostled each other as they flew 
along. Presently it was Jack's birthday, and there 
was a dance and a great deal of affectionate 
pleasure; but when Mr. Sandford remembetod. 
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how old ihe boy was, it gave him a shock which 
none of the others felt. At that age he himself 
had been Jack's father, he had laid the foondation 
of his reputation, and was a rising man. If they 
did not live at home and had not everything 
provided for them, what wonld become of these 
boys ? It gave him a sort of panic to think of it. 
In the very midst of the dance, when he was 
himself standing in the midst of a little knot of 
respectable fathers watching the young ones en- 
joying themselves, this thought overtook him and 
made him shiver. 

" Getting on, I hear, very well at the bar," one 
of the gentlemen said. 

"He is not making very much money as yet," 
replied Mr. Sandf ord. 

" Oh, nobody does that — at first, at least ; but so 
long as he has you to fall back upon," this good- 
natured friend said, with a nod of his head. 

Mr. Sandford could not make any reply. He 
kept saying to himself, " Two guineas — two guineas 
— ^he could not live very long on that." And Harry 
had not even two guineas. It fretted him to have 
this thought come back at all manner of unlikely 
98. He did not seem able to shake it off. And 
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Mrs. Sandford was always on the defensive, seeing 
it in his eyes, and making responses to it, speaking 
at it, always returning to the subject. She dwelt 
upon the goodness of the boys, and their love of 
their home, and how good it was for the girls to 
have them, and how nobody made their mark 
all at once, ^'except people that have genius like 
you," she said with that wifely admiration and faith 
which is so sweet to a man. What more could he 
say? 



CHAPTER n. 

About the same time, or a little later, another 
shadow rose up upon Mr. Sandford's life. It 
WBB like the cloud no bigger than a man's hand, 
Uke a mere film upon the blue sky at first. 
Perhaps the very first appearance of it — the 
faintest shadow of a shade upon the blue — arose 
on that day when Lord Okeham visited the studio 
and went away without giving any commission. 
Not that great personages had not come before 
with the same result; but that this time there 
had been supposed to be a distinct purpose in 
his visit beyond that of taking a cup of tea with 
the artist's wife and daughters — and this purpose 
had not been carried out. It was not the cloud, 
but it was a sort of avant-coureur of the cloud, 
like the chill little momentary breath which some- 
times heralds a storm. No storm followed, but 
the shadow grew. The next thing that made it 
really shape itself as a little more than a film 
was the fact of his Academy picture, the principal 
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one ol the year, coming back — without any 
explanation at all ; not pnrchaaed, nor even with 
any application from the print-sellers about nn 
engraving ; simply coming back as it had gone 
into the eihibition. No doubt in the course ol 
a long career each a thing as this, too, had 
happened before. But there was generally some- 
thing to account for it, and the picture thus 
retnmed seldom dwelt long in the painter's hands. 
This time, however, it subsided quite quietly into 
its place, lighting up the studio with a great deal 
of colour and interest — "a pleasure to see," Mrs. 
Sandford said, who had often declared that the 
worst thing of being a painter's wife was that she 
never liked to see the pictures go away. Thia 
might be very true, and it is quite possible that 
it was a pleasure to behold, standing on its easel 
against a wall which generally was enlivened only 
with the earliest of sketches, and against which 
a lay figure grinned and sprawled. 

But the prospect was not quite agreeable to the 
painter. However cheerfully he went into his 
studio in the morning, he always grew grave , 
when he eame in front of that brilliant canvas. 
It was the " Black Prince at Limoges," a picttiro ■] 
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full of life and action, with all the aid of medisBval 
costume and picturesque groups— such a picture 
as commanded everybody's interest in Mr. Sand- 
ford's younger days. He would go and stand 
before it for an hour at a time, trying to find 
some fault in the composition, or in the flesh 
tints, or the arrangements of the draperies. It 
took away his thoughts from the subject he was 
then engaged in working out. Sometimes he 
would put up his hand to separate one portion 
from another, sometimes divide it with a screen 
of paper, sometimes even alter an outline with 
chalk, or mellow a spot of colour with his brush. 
There was very little fault to be found with the 
picture. It carried out all the rules of composi- 
tion to which the painter had been bred. The 
group of women which formed the central light 
was full of beauty; the sick warrior to whom 
they appealed was a marvel of strength and ferocity, 
made all the keener by the pallor of his illness. 
There was nothing to be said against the picture ; 
except, perhaps, that, had not this been Mr. 
Sandford's profession, there was no occasion for 
its existence at all. 
When the mind has once been filled with a 
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new idfift it is astonndiiig how many events occur 
to KfnglitBn it. Other dislingoished visitors came 
to the studio, like Lord Okeham, and vrent away 
again, having left a great deal of praise and a 
little criticism, but nothing else, behind them. 
Theee were not, perhaps, of importance enough 
to have produced much effect at an ordinary 
moment, bat they added to the general discourage- 
ment. Mr. Sandford smiled within himself at 
the mistakes the amateurs made, and the small 
amount of real knowledge which they showed; 
but when they were gone the smile became some- 
tViiTig like that which is generally and vulgarly 
described as being on the wrong side of the mouth. 
It was all very well to smile at the amateurs — 
but it was in the long run their taste, and not 
that of the heaven-bom artist, which carried the 
day; and when a man takes away in his pocke^ 
the sum which ought to supply your balance at 
your banker's, the sight of his back as he goes 
out at the door is not pleasant. Mr. Sandford had 
not come to that pitch yet; but he laughed no 
longer, and felt a certain ruefulness in his own 
look when one after another departed without a 
word of a commission. There were other thingSi 
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toO| not really of the slightest importance, which 
deepened the impression — the chatter of Jack's 
friends, for instance, some of whom were young 
journalists, and talked the familiar jargon of 
critics. He came into the drawing-room one day 
during one of his wife's teas, and found two or 
three young men, sprawling about with legs 
stretched out over the limited space, who were 
pulling to pieces a recent exhibition of the works 
of a Boyal Academician. '^ You would think you 
had got among half a dozen different sorts of 
people dressed for private theatricals," said one of 
the youths. '' Old models got up as Shakespearian 
kings, and that sort of thing. You know, Mrs. 
Sandford; conventional groups trying to look as 
if they were historical." 

"I remember Mr. White's pictures very well," 
said Mrs. Sandford. ''I used to think them 
beautiful. We all rushed to see what he had in 
the exhibition, upon the private view day, when 
I did not know so much about it as I do now." 

"Ah, yes; before you knew so much about it," 
said the art authority. "You would think very 
differently to-day." 

" The whole school is like that," said another. 
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" Hietorieal painting ia gone out like historical 
novel-writing. The pubho is tii-ed of costume. 
Life is too short for that sort of thing. We want 
n far more profound knowledge of the human 
figm-e and beauty in the abstract " 

" Stuff ! " said Harry ; " the British public doesn't 
want yonr nudities, whatever you may think." 

" The British public likes babies, and sick gjrla 
getting well, and beautiful young gentlemen saying 
eternal adienx to lovely young ladies," said one of 
the girls. 

" To be sure, that sort of thing always goes on ; 
but everybody must feel that in cultured circles 
there is a tar greater sense of the beauty of colour 
for itself and art for art than in those ridiculous 
old days when the subject was everything " 

"You confuse me with your new lights," said 
Mrs. Sandford. "I always did think there was a 
great deal in a good subject." 

"My dear Mrs. Sandford!" cried one of the 
young men, laughing; while another added, with 
the solemnity of his kind — 

"People really did think so at one time. It was 
a genuine belief so long as it lasted. I am not one 
of those who laugh at faith so naif. Whatever is J 
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true even for a time has a right to be respected/' 
said this profound young man. 

Mr. Sandford came in at this point, having 
paused a little to enjoy the fun, as he said to 
himself. It was wonderful to hear how they 
chattered — ^these babes. '' I am glad to hear that 
70U are all so tolerant of the old fogeys/' he said, 
with a laugh as he showed himself. And one at 
least of the young men had the good taste to jump 
up as if he were ashamed of himself, and to take 
his legs out of the way. 

^'I suppose that's the new creed that those 
fellows were giving forth," he said to Jack, when 
the other young men were gone. 

**0h, I don't know, sir," said Jack, with an 
embarrassed laugh. ''We all of us say our say." 

*'But that is the say of most of you, I suppose," 
said his father. 

"Well, sir, I suppose every generation has its 
own standard. *The old order changeth,' don't 
you know — ^in art as well as in other things." 

"I see; and you think we know precious little 
about it," said Mr. Sandford, with a joyless smile 
which curled his lip without obeying any mirthful 
impulse. He felt SLncrrv and unreasonably annoyed 
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at the Billy boys who knew so little. "But they 
know how to put that rubbish into words, and they 
get it published, and it affects the general opinion/' 
he said to himself, with perhaps a feeling, not 
unnatural in the circumstances, that he would like 
to drown those kittens with their miauling about 
things they knew nothing about. Angry moods, 
however, did not last long in Mr. Sandford's mind. 
He went back to his studio and looked at the 
"Black Prince" in the light of these criticisms. 
And he found that some of the old courtiers in 
attendance on the sick warrior did look unfeignedly 
like old models, which indeed they were, and that 
there was more composition than life in the attitudes 
of the women. " I always thought that arm should 
come like this," he said to himself, taking up his 
chalk. 

One day about this time he had a visit from 
Daniells, the picture dealer, leading a millionaire — 
a newly-fledged one — who was making a gallery 
and buying right and left. Daniells, though he 
was very dubious about his h's, was a good fellow, 
and always ready to stand by a friend. He was 
taking his millionaire a round of the studios, and 
especially to those in which there was something 
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which had not ''come off/' according to his 
phraseology. The millionaire was exceptionally 
ignorant and outspoken, expressing his own opinion 
freely, " What sort of a thing have we got here ? " 
he said, walking up to the " Black Prince ; " " un- 
common nice lot of girls, certainly; but what are 
they all doing round the fellow out of the hospital ? 
I say, is it something catching ? *' he cried, giving 
Mr. Sandford a dig with his elbow. Daniells 
laughed at this long and loudly, but it was the 
utmost the painter could do to conjure up a simple 
smile. He explained as well as he could that they 
were begging for life, and that the town was being 
sacked, a terrible event of which his visitor might 
have heard. 

" Sacked," said the millionaire; "you mean that 
they're factory hands and have got the sack, or 
that they have been just told they've got to work 
short time. I understand that ; and it shows how 
human nature's just the same in all ages. But 
I can tell you that in Lancashire it's a nice rowing 
he'd have got instead of all these sweet looks. 
They would not have let him off like that, don't 
you think it. Wherever you get your women from, 
ours ain't of that kind." 
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Sandford tried to explain what kind of a sack it 
was, but he did not succeed, for the rich man wae 
much pleased with hia own view. 

" It's a fine picture," said DamellB ; " Mr. Sand- 
ford, he's one of the very beat of our modern 
masters, eir. He has got a great name, and 
beautiful his pictures look in a gallery with the 
others to set 'em off. Hujig on the line in the 
Academy, and collected crowds. I shouldn't 'a been 
surprised if they'd 'ad to put a rail round it like 
they did to Mr. Frith's." 

He gave a wink at Mr. Sandford aa ha spoke, 
which made our poor painter sick. 

" I've got one of Frith's," said the millionaire. 

" You'll 'ave got one of every modem artist 
worth counting when you've got Mr. Bandford's," 
said Daniells, with a pat upon the shoulder to 
his wealthy client. That gentleman turned round, 
putting his hands into his pockets. 

"I've seen some pictures as I liked better," he 
said. 

" Yes, I know. You've seen that one o' Millaia', 
a regular stunner ; but, God bless you, that's but 
one figger, and twice the money. Look at the work 
in that," cried the dealer, tuiiiing hie man round 
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again, who gave the picture another condescending 
inspection from one comer to the other. 

" I don't deny there's a deal of work in it," he 
said, '' if it's painted fair with everything from the 
life; and I don't mind taking it to complete my 
collection ; but I'll expect to have that considered 
in the price," he added, turning once more on the 
painter. " You see, Mr. (What's the gentle- 
man's name, Daniells?) I am not death on the 
picture for itself. It's a fine showy picture, and I 
don't doubt 't'U look well when it's hung ; but big 
things like that, as don't tell their story plain, 
they're not exactly my taste. However, it's all right 
since Daniells says so. The only man I know that 
goes in for that sort of thing thinks all the world of 
Daniells. ' Go to Daniells,' he says, ' and you'll 
be all right.' So I'll take the picture, but I'll 
expect a hundred or two off for ready money. 
I suppose there's discount in all trades." 

" Say fifty off, and you'll do very well, and get a 
fine thing cheap," said Daniells. 

Mr. Sandford's countenance had darkened. He 
was very amiable, very courteous, much indisposed 
to bargaining, but he felt as if his customer had 
jumped upon him, and it was all he could do to 
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contain himself. "I never make "he began, 

with a little haughtiness most unusual to him; 
but before he had said the final words he caught 
Daniells' eye, who was making anxious signs to 
him. The picture dealer twisted his face into a 
great many contortions. He raised his eyebrows, 
he moved his lips, he made all kinds of gestures ; 
at last, under a pretence of looking at a sketch, he 
darted between Mr. Sandford and the other, and 
in a hoarse whisper said " Take it," imperatively, 
in the painter's ear. 

Mr. Sandford came to an astonished pause. He 
looked at the uncouth patron of art, and at the 
dealer, and at the picture, in turn. It was on 
his lips to say that nothing would induce him to 
let the " Black Prince " go ; but something stopped 
and chilled him — something, he could not tell 
what. He paused a moment, then retired suddenly 
to the back of the studio. "I'm not good at 
making bargains — ^I will leave myself," he said, 
"in Mr. Daniells' hands." 

" Ah, a bad system — a bad system. Every man 
ought to make his own bargains," said the rich man. 

Mr. Sandford did not listen. He began to turn 
over a portfolio of old sketches as if that were 
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the most important thing in the world. He heard 
the voices murmur on, sometimes louder, some- 
times lower, broken by more than one sharp 
exclamation, but restrained himself and did not 
interfere. Many thoughts went through his mind 
while he stooped over the big portfolio, and turned 
over, without seeing them, sketch after sketch. 
Why should he be bidden to "take it" in that 
imperative way? What did Daniells know which 
made him interfere with such a high hand ? He 
was tempted again and again to turn round, to put 
a stop to the negotiation, to say, as he had the best 
right, "1*11 have none of this ; " but he did not do 
it, though he could not even to himself explain why. 
He found eventually that Daniells had sold the 
picture for him at a reduction of fifty guineas from 
the original price, which was a thing of no im- 
portance. He hated the bargain, but the little 
sacrifice of the money moved him not at all. He 
recovered his temper or his composure when the 
arrangement was completed, and smiled with a 
reserved acceptance of the millionaire's invitation 
to "come to my place and see it hung," as he 
showed the pair away. They were a well-matched 
pair, and Daniells was no doubt far better adapted 
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.to deal with auch a man than a Eensitive, proud 
it, who did not like to have hie toes trodden 
upoii. After a while, indeed, Mr. Sandford felt 
himBelf quite able to smile at the incident, and 
shook ofE all his annoyance. He went in to luncheon 
with the cheque in his hand. 

I have sold the ' Black Prince,' " he said, with a 
'aertain pleasure, even triumph, in his voice, remem- 
bering how Jack's friends had scoffed, if not at the 
picture, at least at the school to which it belonged. 

" Ah ! " cried Mrs. Sandford, half pleased, half 
regretful. "I knew we should not have to give 
it house-room long," She gave a glance round 
her as if she had heard something derogatory to 
the picture too. 

" "Who have you taken in and done for this time, 
father?" said Hany, who was given to banter. 

i"Was it that horrid man who came with Mr. 
Darnells? " cried Lizzie. " Oh, papa, I should not 
have thought you would have sold a nice picture 
io such a man." 
" Art-patrons are like gift-horses ; we must not 
look them in the mouth," said the painter 
i' There are quantities of h's, no doubt, to be found 
jlbout the studio ; but if we atood upon tliat " 
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So long as he doesn't leave out anything, either 
h's or O's, in his cheque." 

Mr. Sandford felt slightly, unreasonably offended 
by any reference to the cheque. He gave it to his 
wife to send to the bank, with an annoyed appre- 
hension that she would make some remark upon 
the fifty guineas which were left out. But Mrs. 
Sandford had not been his wife for thirty years 
without being able to read the annoyance in his 
face. And though she did not know what was its 
cause she respected it, and said not a word about 
the difference which her quick eye saw at once. 
Gould it be that which had vexed Edward? she 
asked herself — ^he was not usually a man who 
counted his pounds in that way. 

The sending off of the ** Black Prince," its 
packing and directing, and all the details of its 
departure, occupied him for some time. It was 
August, the beginning of holiday time, when, 
though never without a protest at the loss of the 
light days, even a painter idles a little. And the 
youngest boy had come from school, and they were 
all 5 oing to the seaside. Mr. Sandford did not like 
the bustle of the moment. He proposed to stay in 
town for a few days after the family, and join them 
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when they had settled down in their new quarters. 
Before they went, however, he had an interview 
with one of those friends of Jack's who were always 
about liie house, and whose opinions on art were so 
different from Mr. Sandford's, which gave another 
touch of excitement to the household. The young 
fellow wanted to marry Lizzie, as had been a long 
time apparent to everybody bat hei- father. There 
was nothing to be said against him except that he 
had not much money; but Mr. Sandford thought 
that young Moulton looked startled when he had 
to inform him that Lizzie would have no fortune. 
" Of course that was not of the least consequence," 
he said, but he gave his future father-in-law a 
curious and startled look. 

" I think he was disappointed that there was no 
money," the painter said afterwards to his wife. 

" Oh, Edward! there is nothing mercenary about 
him ! " said Mrs. Sandford ; but she sighed and 
added, " If there only had been a little for her — 
just enough for her clothes. It makes such a 
difference to a young married woman. It is hard 
to have to ask your husband for everything," 

" Did you think so, Mary ? " he asked, with a 
smile but a sense of pain. 
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"I — but we were not like ordinary peoplei we 
were just two fools together/' said the wife, with 
a smile which brightened all her face ; "but," she 
added, shaking her head, ''we don't marry our 
daughters like that." 

" If she is half as good to him as you have been 
to me " 

"Oh, don't speak," she said, putting up her 
hand to stop his mouth. "Lance Moulton can 
never be the hundredth part so good as my 
husband." But she stopped after this little out- 
burst, and laughed, and again shaking her head, 
repeated, " But we don't marry our daughters like 
that." 

He felt inclined to ask, but did not, why ? 

When they all went away Mr. Sandford felt a 
little lonely, left by himself in the house, and 
perhaps it was that as much as anything else that 
set him thinking again. His wife had pressed the 
question of what Lizzie would want if she married 
young Moulton, who was only a journalist, on 
several occasions, until at last they had both 
decided that a small allowance might be made to 
her in place of a fortune. 

" Fifty pounds is the interest of a thousand, and 
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that is what she will have when we die," Mrs. 
Sandford said, who was not learned in per cents. 
**I think we might give her fifty pounds a year, 
Edward." 

" Fifty pounds will not do much good," he said. 

"Not in their housekeeping, perhaps; but to 
have even fifty pounds will be a great thing for her. 
It will make her so much more comfortable." Thus 
they concluded the matter between them, though 
not without a certain hesitation on Mr. Sandford's 
part. It was strange that he should hesitate. He 
had always been so liberal, ready to give. There 
was no reason why he should take fright now. 
There was the millionaire's cheque for the " Black 
Prince," which had just been paid into the bank, 
leaving a comfortable balance to their credit. 
There was no pressure of any kind for the moment. 
To those who had known what it was to await 
their next payment very anxiously in order to pay 
very pressing debts, and had seen the little stream 
of money flowing, flowing away, till it almost 
seemed to be on the point of disappearing alto- 
gether, the ease of having a considerable sum to 
their credit was indescribable ; but Mrs. Sandford 
was more and more wrapped up in the children. 
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and though never indifiEerent, yet a little detached 
in every-day thought and action from her husband. 
She did not ask him as usual about his commis- 
sions and his future work. She seemed altogether 
at ease in her mind about everything that was 
not the boys and the girls. 



CHAPTER m. 

The honse was very quiet when they were all 
away. Merely to look into the di'awiug-rt 
enough to give any one a chill. The sense of 
oinptine3s where generally every corner was full, 
and silence where there were always bo many 
voices, was very depressing. Mr, Sandford con- 
soled himself by a very hard day's work the first 
day of the absence of his family, getting on very 
well indeed, and making a great advance in the 
picture he was painting— a small picture intended 
for one of his oldest friends. In the evening, as 
he had nothing else to occupy him, he movf 
about the studio, not going into the other parts 
the house at all, and amused himself by making 
a little study of the moonlight as it came in upon 
the plants in the conseiTatory. His house was in 
a quarter not fashionable, somewhere between St.; 
John's Wood and Regent's Park, and consequently 
there was more room than is usual in London, 
pretty garden and plenty of air. The effect of 
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the moonlight and the black exaggerated shadows 
amused him. The thought passed through his 
mind that if perhaps he were one of the new- 
fangled school which Jack's friends beUeved in, 
he might turn that unreal scene which was so 
indubitable a fact into a picture and probably 
make a great success as an impressionist — an idea 
at which he smiled with a milder but not less 
genuine contempt than the young impressionist 
might have felt for Mr. Sandford's school. He 
had half a mind to do it — to conceal his name and 
send it to one of the lesser exhibitions, so as after- 
wards to have a laugh at the young men, and 
prove to them how easy the trick was, and thai 
any old fogey who took the trouble could beat 
them in their own way. Next morning, however, 
he threw the sketch into a portfolio, with a horror 
of the black and white extravagance which in the 
daylight offended his artist-eye, and which he had 
a suspicion was not so good after all, or so easy a 
proof of the facility of doing that sort of thing as 
he had supposed. And that day his work did 
not advance so quickly or so satisfactorily. He 
listened for the swing of the door at the other end 
of the passage which connected the studio with the 



MB. SANDFOBD. 69 

house, though he knew well enough there was no 
one who could come to disturb him. There are 
days when it is so agreeable to be disturbed ! And 
it was when he was painting in this languid way, 
and, as was natural, not at all pleasing himself 
with his work, that there suddenly and most dis- 
tinctly came before him, as if some one had come 
in and said it, a thing — a fact — which strangely 
enough he had not even thought of before. When 
it first occurred to him his hand suddenly stopped 
work with an action of its own before the mind had 
time to influence it, and there was a sudden rush 
of heat to his head. He felt drops of moisture 
come out on his forehead ; his heart for a second 
paused too. His whole being received a shock — a 
start. For the first moment he could scarcely 
make out what this extraordinary sudden com- 
motion, for which his mind seemed only partially 
responsible, could be. 

This was what had in a moment, in the twink- 
ling of an eye, occurred to the painter. He had, 
of course, been aware of it before without giving 
any particular importance to the fact. The fact, 
indeed, in a precarious, uncertain profession like 
his, in which a piece of good fortune might occur 
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at any moment, was really not of the first import- 
ance; but it flashed upon him now in a signifi- 
cance and with a force which no such thing had 
ever held before. It was this — ^that when he had 
completed the little picture upon which he was 
working he had no other commission of any kind 
on hand. It sounds very prosaic to be a thing 
capable of giving such a tragic shot — but it was 
not prosaic. One can even conceive circumstances 
in which despair and death might be in such 
words ; and to no one in Mr. Sandford's position 
could they be pleasant. Even if the fact repre- 
sented no material loss, it would represent loss — 
which at his age could never be made up — ^loss of 
acceptance, loss of position, that kind of failure 
which is popularly represented as being " shelved," 
put aside as a thing that is done with ; always a 
keen and grievous pang. But to our painter the 
words meant more than that. They meant a 
cutting off of the ground from under his feet, a 
sudden arrest of everything, a full stop, which in 
his fully flowing liberal life was a tragic horror and 
impossibility, a something far more terrible than 
death. It had upon him something of the cha- 
racter of a paralytic stroke. His hand, as we have 
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said, stopped work sharply, suddenly ; it trembled, 
and the brush with which he was painting fell 
from it ; his limbs tottered under him, his under 
lip dropped, his heart gave a leap and then a dead 
pause. He stumbled backwards for a few 8tep»:' 
and sank into a chair. 

Well ! it was only for a few moments that he 
remained under the influence of this shock. He 
picked himself up again, and then picked up hia 
brush and dried the perspiration from his forehead, 
and his heart with a louder beat went on again 
as if also crying out "Well!" When he had 
recovered the power of thought — which was not for 
a moment or two — he smiled to himself and said, 
" What then ? " Such a thing had happened 
before. In an artist's Hfe there are often hair- 
breadth 'scapes, and now and then the most 
prosperous comes, as it were, to a dead wall — 
which is always battered through by a little per- 
severance or else opens by itself, melting asunder 
at the touch of some heaven-sent patron or happy 
accident, and so all goes on more prosperously 
than before. Mr. Sandford had passed through 
many such crises at the beginning of his career, 
and even when fully estabhsbed had never beau 
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entirely certain from whence his next year's income 
was to come. But it had always come ; there had 
never been any real break in it — ^no failure of the 
continuity. He had seemed to himself to be as 
thoroughly justified in reckonmg upon this con- 
tinuity as any man in an office with so much a 
year. It might be a little more or a little less, and 
there was always that not unpleasant character of 
vagueness about it. It might even by a lucky 
chance for one fortunate year be almost doubled, 
and this had happened on rare occasions ; but very 
seldom had there been any marked diminution in 
the yearly incomings. He said, "Pooh, pooh," to 
himself as he went up to his picture again smiling, 
with his brush in his hand ; not for such a matter 
as that was he going to be discouraged. It was a 
thing that had happened before, and would no 
doubt happen again. He began to work at his 
picture, and went on with great spirit for perhaps 
a quarter of an hour, painting in (for he had no 
model that morning) a piece of drapery from a lay 
figure, and catching just the tone he wanted on the 
beautiful bit of brocade which figured in the picture 
as part of a Venetian lady's majestic dress. He 
was unusually successful in his work, and also 



MR. SANDPORD. 63 

succeeded for ten perhaps of these fifteen minutes 
in amusing himself and distracting his thoughts 
from that discovery. A bit of success is very 
exhilarating ; it made him more confident than 
anything else could have done. But when he had 
got his effect his smile began to fade away, and his 
face grew grave again, and his hand trembled once 
more. After a while he was obliged to give up and 
take a rest, putting down his palette and brush 
with a sort of impatience and relief in getting rid 
of them. Could he have gone straight to his wife 
and made her take a turn with him in the garden, 
or even talked it over with her in the studio, no 
doubt the impression would have died off ; but she 
was absent, and he could not do that ; most likely, 
indeed, if she had been at home she would have 
been absorbed in some calculation about Lizzie's 
wedding, and would not have noticed his preoccu- 
pation at all. 

He sat down again in that chair, and said once 
more to himself, ** What then ? " and thought over 
the times in which this accident had happened 
before. But there now suddenly occurred to him 
another thought which was like the chill of an icy 
hand touching his heart. The same thing had 



64 THE WAYS OF LIFE. 

happened before — but he had never been sixty 
before. He felt himself struck by this as if some 
one had given him a blow. It was quite true ; he 
had called himself laughingly an old fogey, and 
when he and his old friends were together they 
talked a great deal about their age and about the 
young fellows pushing them from their seats. 
How much the old fellows mean when they say 
this, heaven knows. So long as they are strong 
and well they mean very little. It is an amusing 
kind of adoption of the folly of the young which 
seems to show what folly it is — ^a sort of brag in its 
way of their own superiority to all such decrepi- 
tudes, and easy power of laughing at what does not 
really touch them. But alone in their own private 
retirements, when a thought like this suddenly 
comes, a sharp and sudden realisation of age and 
what it means, no doubt the effect is different 
For the moment Mr. Sandford was appalled by the 
discovery he had made, which had never entered 
his mind before. Ah ! a pause in one's means of 
making one's living, a sudden stop. in the wheels 
. of one's life, is a little alarming, a little exciting, 
perhaps a discouragement, perhaps a sharp and 
keen stimulant at other times: at forty, even at 
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fifty, it may be the latter ; but at sixty ! — this gives 
at once a new character to the experience — a 
character never apprehended before. His heart, 
which had begun to spring up with an elasticity 
natural to hhn, stopped again— nay, did not stop, 
but fell into a sudden dulness of beating, a subdued 
silence as if ice-bound. Sensation was too much 
for thought ; his mind could not go into it ; he 
only felt it, with, a dumb pang which was deeper 
than either words or thought. 

He could not do any more work that day. He 
tried again two or three times, but ended by 
putting down his palette with a sense of incapacity 
such as he thought he had never felt before. As a 
matter of fact, he might have felt it a hundred 
times and attached no importance to it ; he would 
have gone into the house, leaving his studio, and 
talked or read, or gone out for a walk, or to his 
club, or to see a friend, saying he did not feel up to 
work to-day, and there would have been an end 
of it. But he was alone, and none of these 
distractions were possible to him. Luncheon 
came, however, which he could not eat, but sat 
over drearily, not able to get away from the 
impression of that thought. Afterwards it occurred 





to him that he would go and see Daniells and ask 

him — he was not ^uite clear what. He could not 
go to one of his friends and ask, " Am I falling off 
—do you see it? Has my hand lost its c 
am I getting old and is my mind going?" He 
could not ask any one such questions as these. He 
smiled at it dolefully, feeling all the ridicule of the 
snggeslion. Ho knew hia mind was not going — 

but At last ha made up his mind what he 

would do. It was a long walk to Jiond Street, 
but it was now aftemoon and getting cooler, and 
the walk did him good. He reached Daniells' just 
before the picture dealer left off business for 
the day. He was showing some one out very 
obsequiously through the outer room all hung with 
pictures when he saw Snndford coming in. The 
stranger looked much interested and pleased when 
he heai'd Sandford's name. 

" Introduce nie, please," he said, " if this is the 
great Mr. Bandford, Daniells." 

"It is. Sir Williiim," said Daniells; and Sir 
William offered his hand with the greatflst effusion. 
"This is a pleasure that I have long desired," he 
said. 

Mr. Sandford was surprised — he was taken 
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unawares, and the greeting touched his heart. 
"After all, perhaps it isn't thaty' he said to him- 
self« 

"What a piece of luck that you should have 
come in just then! Why, that's Sir William 
Bloomfield — ^just the very man for you to know." 

"Why for me more than another? I know 
his name, of course," said Mr. Sandford, " and he 
seems pleasant ; but I'm too old for new friends." 

" Too old ; stuflf and nonsense ! You're always 
a-harping on that string. He's just the man for 
you, just the man," said Daniells, rubbing his 
hands. 

Mr. Sandford was amused — ^perhaps a little 
pleased by this encounter; and the pressure of 
his heavy thoughts was stilled. He began to look 
at the new pictures which had come into the 
gallery, to admire some and criticise others. 
Daniells had the good sense always to listen to 
Mr. Sandford's criticisms with attention. They 
had furnished him with a great many telling 
phrases, and given to his own rough and 
practical knowledge of art a little occasional polish 
which surprised and overawed many of his cus- 
tomers. He listened admiringly now as usual. 
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** What a deal you do know, to be sore ! " he said 
after a while. '' I don't know one of them that 
can make a thing clear like you, old man. It's a 

shame " and here he coughed and broke off, 

as if endeavouring to swallow his last words. 

"What is a shame?" The broken sentence 
changed Mr. Sandford's mood again — the momen- 
tary cheer died away. "Daniells," he said, "I 
want you to tell me what you meant the other day 
by forcing me to accept that man's offer. Yes, you 
did. I should not have let him have the picture 
but for you." 

" Forcing him 1 Oh, that's a nice thing to say — 
the most obstinate fellow in all London ! " 

"Never mind that; I can see you are fencing. 
Come, why did you do it ? " 

Daniells paused for some time. He said a great 
many things to stave off his confusion, many half- 
things which involved others, and made his answer 
perhaps more clear than if he had put it directly 
into words. 

" I see," Mr. Sandford said at last, " you thought 
it very unlikely that I should sell it at all to any on« 
who knew better." 

"It • •• ^" ^i. They don't know half enough, 
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hang 'em ! or they wouldn't run after a booby Uke 
Blank and neglect you." 

Mr. Sandford smiled what he felt to be a very 
sickly smile. " We must let Blank have his day," 
he said, "I don't grudge it him; but I'd like to 
know why my chances are so bad. I have always 
sold my pictures." 

Daniells gave him a sudden look, as if he would 
have spoken; then thought better of it, and said 
nothing. 

" I have had no reason to complain," Mr. Sand- 
ford continued; "I have done very well on the 
whole. I have never had extravagant prices like 
Em or En." 

"No," said Daniells; "you see, you've never 
made an 'it. You've gone on doing good work, 
and you've always done good work. I'd say that 
if I were to die for it; but you've never made 
an 'it." 

"I suppose that's true; but you need not 
put it so very frankly," said the painter, with a 
laugh. 

" Frankly ! I've got occasion to put it frankly ; 

and I say it's a d d shame — that's what it is," 

cried DaniiBlls, raising his voice. 
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" You've had occasion ? Now that we're on this 
subject, I should like to get to the bottom of it. 
You've had occasion ? " 

*'Well, of course," said the picture dealer, "if 
you drive me into a corner. I'm in the middle 
of everything, and I hear what people say " 

" What do they say ? That I've lost my sense of 
colour like old Millrain, or fallen into my dotage 
like " 

''Nonsense, Sandford! You know it's nothing 
of the kind. Don't talk such confounded nonsense. 
You are painting quite as well as ever, you know 
you are. They — people don't care for that sort of 
thing. It's too good for them, or you're too good 
for them, or I don't know what." 

Mr. Sandford kept smiling — ^not for pleasure; 
he was conscious of that sort of £ixed smile that 
might be thought a sneer, at those people for whom 
he was too good. " And you've had occasion," he 
said, " to prove this? " 

** Don't smile at me like that — don't look like 
that. If you knew how I've argued and put it all 

before 'em I've said a hundred times if I've 

said once, ' Sandford ! why, Sandford's one of the 
best. There isn't a better educated painter not in 
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England. Ton can't pick a hole in his pictures, 
try as you like,' " 

"Am I indeed bo much discussed?" said the 
victim. " I did not know I was of such importance. 
And on what ground have you held this discusaioiij 
DaniellB? There must have been some occasion 
for it. I don't see anything hero of mine." 

"Look here," cried the picture dealer, roused, 
"if you won't beheve me." He opened the door 
of an inner room, into which Mr. Sandford followed 
him. And there, with their faces turned to the 
wall, were three pictures in a row. The shape ot 
them gave him a faint, uneasy feeling. By this 
time Danietls had been wound up to self-defence, 
and thought of the painter's feelings no more. 

"Look 'ere," he said, "I shouldn't have said 
a word if you had let well alone — but look 'ere," 
Before one ot the pictures was visible Mr. Sandford 
knew what he was going to see. Three pictures of 
his own, of a kind for which he had been famous — 
cabinet pictures, for which there had always been 
the readiest market. He recognised them all with a 
faintneas that made his brain swim and the light 
go from his eyes. They seemed so familiar, like 
children. At the first glance, without looking at 
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them, he knew what they were and all about them, 
and had a sick longing that the earth would open 
and swallow them, and hide his shame, for so it 
seemed. 

" If that don't show how I've trusted you, nothing 
can/' said the dealer. ^'I thought they were as 
safe as the bank. I bought them all on spec, 
thinking I'd get a customer as soon as they were in 
the shop — and, if you '11 believe me, nobody '11 have 
them. I can't tell what people are thinking of, 
but that's the truth." 

Mr. Sandford stood with the light going out of 
his eyes, gazing straight before him. " In that 
case — in that case," he began, "you should — I 
must " 

"I say, don't take it like that, old man. It's 
the fortune of war. One up and another down. 
It can't be helped, don't you know. Sandford, I 
say, why, it'll come all right again in half-a-dozen 
years or so. It'll come all right after a time." 

"What did you say ? " said Mr. Sandford, dazed. 
Then he answered vaguely, " Oh yes ; all right — 
all right." 

"What's the matter? I've been a wretched 
fool. Sandford, here, I say, have a glass of wine." 
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*^ There's nothing the matter. It seems to me a 
little — cold. I know — ^I know it's not a cold day ; 
but there's a chill wind about, penetrating — 
thanks, Daniells, you've cleared up my problem 
very well. Now, I think — ^I think I understand." 

" Don't go now, Sandford ; don't go like this." 

" I want," he said, smiling again, " to think it 
over. Much obliged to you, Daniells, for helping 
me to understand." 

'^ Sandford, don't go like this. You make me 
awfully anxious — ^I'm sure you're ill. I can't let 
you go out of my place, looking so dreadfully ill, 
without some one with you." 

'^ Some one with me ! I hope you don't mean to 
insult me, Daniells. I am perfectly well — a little 
startled, but that's all. I shall go and take a walk, 
and blow away the cobwebs, and — think it over. 
That's the best thing. I'm much obliged to you, 
Daniells. Good-bye." 

" Have a hansom, at least," Daniells said. 

" No hansom," Mr. Sandford answered, turning 
upon the dealer with a curious smile. He even 
laughed a little — low, but quite distinct. *' No, I'll 
have no hansom. Good-bye, Daniells, good-bye." 

And in a minute he was gone. The picture 
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dealer went out to the door after him, and followed 
him with his eyes until his figure was lost in the 
crowd. Daniells was alarmed. He blamed him- 
self for his frankness. ''I never thought he'd 
have taken it to heart like that/' he said to himself. 
**Yes, I did; or I might have done — he's awful 
proud. But I'm 'asty. I can't help it; I'm 
always doing things I'm sorry for. Anyhow, he 
must have found it out some time, sooner or later," 
the dealer said to himself; and this philosophy 
silenced his fears. 



CHAPTER IV. 



Mr, Sandford knew nothing till he found himself 
in the Eegent's Park, not far from his house. He 
had passed through the crowds in the street with 
his life and thoughts suspended, feeling that to 
think was impossible, seeing only before him the 
line of the three pictures standing against the wall. 
They seemed to accompany him on his way, 
showing against the front of the houses wherever 
he turned his eyes. Three pictures, painted cheer- 
fully, without a premonition, or any sense of 
failure, or a moment's fear that they would ever 
stand with their faces against a dealer's wall. One 
of them had been a great favourite with his wife. 
The youngest girl— little Mary— had sat for one of ] 
the figures, and Mrs. Sandford had not wished to J 
let it go. "I wish we could afford to keep this," 
she said ; " it is like selling our own flesh and 1 
blood." But most painters have to accustom 
themselves to that small trouble, and even she 1: 
laughed at herself. And now to think that it hai 
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never been sold at all — ^that it was unsaleable, oh, 
heaven ! The sense of a dreadful humiliation, far 
more than was reasonable, filled the painter's 
mind. The man whofu he had always liked, but 
partly despised — Daniells, who was as ignorant as 
a pig, who knew a picture indeed when he saw it, 
but had not a notion why he liked it, nor could 
render a reason or tell how he knew one to be bad 
or another good — that he should be losing by his 
kindness, should be out of pocket, burdened by 
three ''Sandfords" with their faces against the 
wall ! Mr. Sandf ord's gentle contempt came back 
upon him with a shock of humiliation and shame. 
To sneer at a man who had suffered by him, who 
had given money for his unsaleable work — a man 
who had thus shown himself a better man than 
he : for Daniells had never said a word, probably 
never would have said a word, listened to the 
painter's calm assumptions and taken no notice, 
having it in his power all the time to shame him ! 
Nay, he had done even more than this — ^he had 
brought his own customer out of his way, in pity 
and friendship, to buy that "Black Prince," no 
doubt equally unsaleable, though — heaven help the 
poo^ -he had not found it out. The pang 
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o! this humiliation, mingled with tingling shame 
and a painful gratitude and admiration, quivered 
through and through him, penetrating the dark 
diamaj and pain of his BUBpended thoughts. 

He began to notice everything more clearly 
when he got into the park. The August after- 
noon was softening every moment into tho deeper 
sweetness of the eveniiif;. He avoided instinctively 
the frequented parts, where the children were 
[.ilaying and people walking about, and made a 
long cu'cnit round the outskirts of the park, where 
only a rare passenger was to be met with now 
and then. The air was sweet, though it was the 
air of town. The leaves were fluttering in a light 
breeze, the birds singing their evening songs, 
thrushes repeating a hundred questions, blackbirds 
unconditional, piping loud and clear, almost as 
good as nightingales. He was a man who was not 
bard to please, and even Begent's Park delighted 
him on a summer evening. He felt it oven now, 
notwithstanding the shadow that was ovur him. 
Never, up to this time, had care hung so heavy 
on Mr. Sandford but what he could escape from 
it by help of the artist-eye, ever ready to seize 

passing i ~ 
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was full of sympathy with every human emotion 
or even whim of passing fancy. His heart was 
unaccustomed to anything tragical. It tried even 
now to beguile him and escape; to withdraw 
his attention to the long, streaming, level rays 
of the sinking sun; to get him out of himself 
to the aid of the child who had broken its toy 
and was crying with such passion — far more 
than a man can show for losses the most terrible 
— ^by the side of the road. And these expedients 
answered for the moment. But what had befallen 
him now was not to be eluded as other troubles 
had been. He could not escape from it. The 
most ingenious imagination could not lessen it 
by turning it over and over. Behind the sunset 
rays a strange vision of the unsold pictures came 
out into the very sky. They shaped themselves 
behind the child, whom it was so easy to pacify 
with a shilling, against the park palings. Three 
— which was one of the complete numbers, as 
if to prove the fulness of the disaster — ^three 
pictures unsold in Daniells' inner room, and not 
a commission in hand, nothing wanted from him, 
no one to buy. After thus trying every device 
to escape, his heart grew low and faint within 
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him, giving up the conflict ; he felt a dull buzzing 
in his ears, and a dull throbbing in his breast. 

But thinking was not bo easy a matter as it 
seemed. Think it over ? How was he to think 
it over? If it were. possible to imagine the case 
of a man who, walking serenely over a wide and 
peaceful country, should suddenly, with the softest, 
scarcely audible, roll of the pebbles under hi a 
feet, see the earth yawn before him and find 
himself on the brink of a fearful precipice, that 
would have been like his case : but not so bad 
as his case, for the man would have it in his 
power to draw back, to retire to the peaceful 
fields behind : whereas, to Mr. Sandford, . there 
were no peaceful fields, but a gulf all round that 
one spot of undermined earth on which he stood. 
Presently he found himself at his own door, 
very tired and a little dazed in mind, thinking 
of that precipice, of nothing more distinct. The 
house stood very solid, very tranquil, its red roofj 
all illumined with the last level line of the f 
the garden stretching into shady corners under thJ 
trees, the flower-beds blazing in lavish colourfy 
the little lawn all burnt bare by the ardent s 
and worn with the feet of the tennis players: i 
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80 peaceful, certain, secure — an old-established 
home with deep foundations, and the assured, 
immovable look of household tranquillity and 
peace. If the walls had been tottering, the 
garden relapsing into weeds and wildness, he 
would not have been surprised — ^that would have 
been suitable to his circumstances. The thing 
unsuitable was to come back to that trim order 
and well-being, to that modest wealth and com- 
fort and beauty, and to know that all this too, 
like himself, was on the edge of the precipice. 
Tired as he was, he went round the garden before 
he went in, and gazed wistfully at the pleasant 
dwelling with its open windows, wondering, when 
the next shock of the earthquake came, whether 
it would all fall to pieces like a house of cards, 
and everybody become aware that the earth was 
rent and a great chasm yawning before the 
peaceful door. 

He never seemed to have realised, before now, 
how full of modest luxury and exquisite comfort 
that bouse was. It was not yet covered up and 
dismantled, though the fingers of the maid-servants 
bad been itching to get at that delightful task 
mpce evw "tbe family" left, AU w^s epipty 
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and still, but all in good order ; no false pretension 
or show, everything temperate and well choaeu ; 
rich, soft carpets in which the foot sank, curtains 
hanging in graceful folds, the cosiest chairs, Italian 
cabinets, Venice glass, pictures, not only of his 
own but of many contemporary artists — a delight- 
ful interior, without a bare corner or vacant spot 
anywhere. He went over it with a sort of despair- 
ing pleasure and admiration, his head aching and 
giddy, with a sense that at any moment the next 
shock might come, and everything collapse like 
the shadows of a dream. Presently he was served 
with his dinner, which he could not eat, in the 
cool dining-room, with a large window opening 
to the garden and the sweet air breathing aboat 
him as he sat down at the vacant table. What 
a mockery of all certitude and safety it was ! — j 
for nothing could seem more firmly established, I 
more solid and secure. If he had been a prince! 
of the blood he might have had a more splcndidi 
dwelling, bat not more comfort, more pleasantness. 
All that a sober mind could desire was there— 
the utmost refinement of comfort, beautiful thiiu 
all around, every colour subdued into perfectil 
DO noise or anything to break the spell- He ' 
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glad that the others were absent — ^it was the only 
alleviation to the dismay within him. There 
would have been questions as to what was the 
matter— "Are you ill, Edward?" "What is 
wrong with papa?" and other such questions, 
which he could not have borne. 

Afterwards he went into the studio. The first 
thing that caught his eye was the glow of that 
piece of drapery which he had painted under the 
keen stimulant of the first warning. It had been 
a stimulant then, and he was startled by the 
splendour of the colour he had put into that piece 
of stuff — ^the roundness of it, the clear transparence 
of the shadows. It stood out upon the picture like 
something by another hand, pamted in another 
age. Had he done that only a few hours ago — ^he 
with the same brushes which had produced the rest 
of the picture which looked so pale and insignificant 
beside it? How had he done it? it made all 
the rest of the picture fade. He recognised in a 
moment the jogtrot, the ordinary course of life, 
and against it the flush of the sudden inspiration, 
the stronger handling, the glory and glow of the 
colour. He had never done anything better in his 
lif'' ^ pictures were drugs in the market, 
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who had not a commiaaion to look forward t 
stood and looked at it for a long time, growing 
sadder and sadder. He was not a man who had 
failed, and who could rail against the world ; he 
was a man who had succeeded ; not a painter in 
England hut wonid laugh out if any one said that 
Sandford had been a failure. Why, who had been 
successful if he had not? they would have said. 
He had not a word to say against fate. Nobody 
was to blame, not even himself, seeing that now, in 
the midst of all, he could still paint like that. He 
knew the value of that as well as any man could 
know it. He could not shut his eyes to it because 
he himself had done it. If be saw such a bit of 
painting in a young fellow's picture he would say, 
" Well done ; " he would say, " Paint like that, and 
you have your fortune in your own hand." Ah, 
but he was himself no longer a young fellow. 
Success was not before him; he had grasped her|,l 
held her, and now it seemed his day was past. 

It is never cheerful to have to allow that your.! 
day is past. But there are circumstances whid: 
make it less difficult. Sometimes a man acceptd 
gracefully enough that message of dismissal. Thei 
be will retire with a certain dignity, enjoying t 
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ease which he has porGhased with hia hard work, 
and looking on henceforward at the struggle of the 
othpre, not Borry, perhaps, or at leaBt sayuig to the 
world that he ia not sorry, to be oat of that conflict. 
Mr. Sandford said to himself that in other circnm- 
stances he might have been capable of this ; might 
have laid aside hie pencil, occupied himself with 
guiding the younger, helping the less strong, 
standing nmpho, perhaps, in the strife, giving 
place to those who represented the future, and 
whoHo day was but beginning. Sucli a retirement 
must always seem a fit and seemly thing : but not 
now ; not in what he felt was but the Fulness of his 
career ; not, above all — and this gave the sting to 
all — not while he was still depending upon his 
profession tor his daily broad. His daily bread, 
and what was worse than that, the daily bread of 
those be loved. How many things that simple 
phrase involved ! Oh for the simplicity of those 
days when it meant but what it said ! He asked 
liimself with a curious, fantastic, half-amused, 
half- despairing curiosity whether it had ever meant 
mere bread ? Bread and a little fruit, perhaps ; a 
cake, and a draught from a spring in the primitive 
Easlern days when the phrase was invented. "Day 
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by day our daily bread : " a loaf lilce that of Elijah 
which the angel brought him : the cakes of manna 
in the wilderness of which only enough was 
gathered to suffice for one day : and the tent at 
night to retire to, or a cave, perhaps — a shelter 
which cost nothing. How different now was daily 
bread ; so many things involved in it, that careful 
product of many men's work, the house which was 
his home : and all the costly nameless necessities, 
Bo much more than food and clothing, the dainty 
and pleasant things, the flowers and gardens, the 
amuBementa, the trifles that make life delightful 
and Bweet. Give us our daily broad : had it ever 
been supposed to moan all that? All these many 
years these necessities had been supphed, and all 
had gone on as if it were part of the constitution 
of the world. But now the time had come when 
the machinery was stopped, when everything was i 
brought to a conclusion. Mr. Sandford turned 1 
eye from that bit of painting which stood out upon i 
his picture as if the sun had touched it, to the 
sheaves of old stutlies and sketches in the portfohofl, 
the half-flnished bits about the walls, ail tho& 
scraps and fragments, full of suggestion, full i 
beautiful thoughts, which make the studio ol 
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great painter rich. He had thought a few days ago 
that all this meant wealth. Now his eyes were 
opened, and he saw that it meant nothing, that all 
about him was rubbish not worth the collection, 
and himself, who could work no longer, who was no 
more good for anything, only one piece of lumber 
the more, the most valueless of all. 

He paused, and tried to say to himself that this 
was morbid. But it was not morbid, it was true. 
With that curious hurrying of the thoughts which 
a great calamity brings about, he had already 
glimpsed everything, seeing the whole situation 
and all that was involved. There was a certain 
sum of money in the bank, no more anywhere, 
except after his own death. There were his insur- 
ances, a little for every one, enough, he had hoped, 
though in a much changed and subdued manner, 
to support his wife and the girls, enough for that 
daily bread of which he had been thinking ; but it 
could not be had till he died; and that was all. 
There was nothing, nothing more ; nothing to live 
upon, nothing to turn to. If you have losses, if 
your income is reduced, you can retrench and 
diminish your expenses. But when everything is 
cut off in a moment, when you have no income at 
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all? Buch utter loss paralyses the nnfortunate. 
He stood in his stiadio with a sort of vague smile 
upon his face, and something of the imbecility 
' of utter helplessness taking possession of him. 
Everything cut off. Nothing to turn to. Vague 
visions passed through his mind of the espeuses of 
that seaside house, for instance, which could not Lu 
got rid of now; of Lizzie's fifty pounds a year 
which he had promised not without forebodings ; 
of Jack's fee of two guineas which the children had 
all made so merry about ; of the easy course of 
their existence, their life, which was so blameless, 
80 innocent, bo kind : they were all ready to give, 
ready to be hospitable ; none of the family could 
aee another in want and not eagerly offer what 
they had. Good God ! and to think they had 
nothing, nothing ! It was not a question of 
enough, it was that there was nothing ; that all 
the streams were closed, and all the doors shut, 
and the successful man, with his large income, had 
suddenly become like a navvy out of work, like a 
dock labourer, or whatever was most pitifully 
unprovided for in the world. 

It made Mr. Saudford's brain whirl. So much 
in the bank, and after tbat nothing; and all the 
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liberal life going on ; the servants, who could not 
be sent off at a moment's notice ; the house, which 
could not be abandoned ; the family, all so cheerful 
in their false security, who had no presentiment of * 
evil. He asked himself what people did who were 
ruined ? He had no great acquaintance with such 
things. What did they do? He was very help- 
less. He could not realise the possibility of 
breaking up the house, having no home ; of dis- 
parsing all the pleasant things which had been 

part of his being so long ; of stopping short 

He could not understand how such things were 
done. And those people who were ruined generally 
had something upon which they could fall back. 
A merchant could begin again. He might have 
friends who would help him to a new start, and 
there was always hope that he might do as well at 
last as at first. But an artist (at sixty) could have 
no new start. The public would have none of him. 
He had done his best ; he could not begin anew. 
His career when once closed was over, and nothing 
more could be made of it. He remembered with a 
forlorn self-reproach of having himself said that 
So-and-so should retire ; that it would be more 
dignified to give up work before work gave him up. 
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Ah ! ao easy a thing to eayj so cruel a thing to 
Bay ; bat he had not reaUsed that it was cruel, 
or that such an end was cruel. He had never 
supposed it possible that such a thing could happen 
to himself. 

The insurances : yes, there were always the 
inaarancea : a thousand pounds for each child, that 
was the calculation they had made. They had 
said to each other in the old times, Mary and he, 
that they never could save money enough to make 
any appreciable provision for so many children, 
bat that if they could but secui-e for each a 
thousand pounds, that would always be something. 
It would help to give the boya a start ; it would be 
something for the girls. That the boys should all 
have professions in which they would be doing 
well, and the girls husbands to provide for them, 
had seemed too commonplace a certainty even to 
be dwelt uj)ou : and a thousand pounds is never to 
be despised ; it would help the young ones over 
any early struggle, it would make alt the difference. 
" So long as we hve," Mrs. Sandford had said 
" they will always have us to fall back upon : at 
afterwards — what a thing it would have been 6 
UB, Edward, to have a thousand t 
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to begin upon I " They had thought they made 
everything safe so, for the young ones. Mr. 
Sandford, indeed, still felt a faint lightening of his 
heart as he thought of the insurances. It had 
always done him good to think of them; that 
would be something at least to leave behind. 
But then it was necessary first that he should 
die. 

He had never thought urgently of that necessity. 
So long as there is nothing pressing about it, no 
appearance of its approach, it is easy enough to 
speak of that conclusion. Sometimes there is even 
a pensive pleasure in it. " When I am out of the 
way," " When our day is over," are things quite 
simple to say. For of course that must come one 
time or another, as everybody knows. It is more 
serious, but still not anything very bad, to speak 
now and then of what is to be done " if anything 
happens." These things make but little impres- 
sion upon the mind, even when old age is on its 
way. And Mr. Sandford at sixty had as yet felt 
very few premonitions of old age. He had called 
himself an old man with a laugh, for his eye was 
not dim, nor his natural force abated ; and it was 
still pleasantly absurd to think that he could be 
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supposed an old man. But now all this tooli a 
different aspect. He felt no older, indeed, but his 
position was altogether changed. In the ehock of 
hia new circumetanceB he stood helpless, not 
knowing how to meet this unfeared, unthought-of 
contingency. But his mind went off with a spring 
to further eventualities. The only comfort was 
this, they had a thousand pounds apiece laid up 
for them. But it would be necessary first that he 
should die. 

Thinking it all over, he thought, on the whole, 
that this was the best thing that could happen. 
The changes which he surveyed with such a sense 
of impossibility, not knowing how they could be 
brought about, would become quite natural if he 
died. There was always a change on the death of 
the father. It was the natural time for remodel- 
ling life, for altering everything. The family 
would not be able, of course, to remain in this 
house, to keep up their present superstructure o; 
existence : but then in the change of circumstanct 
that would seem quite natural and they would n 
feel it. They could put everything, then, upoi 
simpler footing. And they would have an inco: 
not much of an income, perhaps, but yet somet 
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that would come in punctually to the day, and 
which would be independent of anything they did, 
which would have nothing to do with picture 
doalorR or patrons of art, or the changes of taste 
that affoclod them. What a thing that was, when 
one came to think of it, to have an income — some- 
thing which came in all the same whether you 
worked or not, whether you were ill or well, 
whether you wore in a good vein and could get on 
with your picture, or whether it dragged and did 
not satinfy you ! It gave him a sensation of 
pl(MiHuro to think of it : but then he reflected on 
tho ono preliminary which was not so easy to bring 
about, which no planning of his could accomplish 
juHt whon it was wanted, just when it would be of 
most use. 

For before this state of things could ensue, it 
would bo necesHary that Mr. Sandford should be 
d(^ad ; and so far as he was aware there was no 
innnediato prospect of anything of the kind. 
Teoplo do not die when it is most necessary, when 
it would be most expedient. It is a thing inde- 
pendent of your own will, horribly uncertain, 
happening just when it is not wanted. This 
difficulty, when he had begun to take a little 
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comfort in the possible arrangement of everything, 
sent the painter back into all the confusion of 
miserable thoughts. Was it possible that he was 
in circumstances which made it impossible for him 
to do anything, even to die ? 



CHAPTER V. 

Mb. Sakdfobd went down next day to the seaside 
to join his family. They had got a very pleasant 
house, in full sight of the sea. "What was the 
use of going to the sea at all/' Mrs. Sandford said, 
" unless you got the full good of it ? All the 
sunsets and effects, and its aspect at every hour of 
the day, which was so very different from having 
merely glimpses of it — that is what my husband 
likes/' she said. And of course this meant the 
most expensive place. He was met at the station 
by his wife and little Mary, the youngest, who was 
always considered papa's favourite. The others 
had all gone along the coast with a large pic-nic 
party, some of them in a boat, some riding — ^for 
there were fine sands — and a delightful gallop 
along that crisp firm road, almost within the flash 
of the waves, was most invigorating. " They all 
look ever so much the better for it f^lready/' said 
the fond moth^j:, 
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''There was not much the matter with them 
before that I could see." 

" Oh, nothing the matter ! But they do so enjoy 
the sea. And I find there are a great many people 
here whom we know — ^more than usual ; and a 
great deal going on." 

" There is generally a good deal going on." 

"My dear Edward, staying behind has not been 
good for you; you are looking pale; and I never 
heard you grudge the children their little pleasures 
before." 

" I stayed at home, papa," said little Mary, not 
willing to be unappreciated, ''to be the first to see 
you." 

"You are always a gocd little girl," said tk 
father gratefully. 

" I assure you they were all anxious to stay : 
I did not think you would like them to give i 
pleasure," said Mrs. Sandford, never willing ta 
any of her children subjected to an un&voil 
comparison. 

"No; oh no," he said, with a sigh. B 
almost impossible not to feel a grudge ) 
thought of that careless enjoyment, no one 
any thought ; but he could not burst out 
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disclosures of his trouble before little Mary, looking 
up wistfully in his face with a child's sensitiveness 
to the perception of something wrong. Mary was 
more ready to perceive this than Mrs. Sandford, 
who only thought that her husband was perhdps 
a little out of temper, or annoyed by some trifling 
matter, or merely affected by the natural misan- 
thropy of three days* solitude. She clasped his 
arm caressingly with her hand as she led him 
along. 

" You have got some cobwebs into your mind," 
she said, '' but the sea breezes will soon blow them 
away." 

The sea breezes were very fresh; the sea itself 
spread out under the sunshine a. dazzling stretch of 
blue ; the wide vault of heaven all belted with lines 
of summer cloud, " which landward stretched along 
the deep" like celestial countries far away. The 
^ir was filled with the soft plash of the water, the 
med sound of voices. The whole population 
lied oat of doors, and all in full enjoyment of 

I heavenly afternoon and the sights and sounds 
J the sea. Walking along through these holiday 
groups, with his wife by his side and his little girl 
holding his hand, Mr. Bandford felt an unreasonable 
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calm — a sense of Boothing quiet — come over 1 
He could not dismiBB the phaatom which over-f 
shadowed him, but he felt for the moment that he" 
could ignore it. It was neceBsary that he should 
ignore it. He could not communicate to his wife 
so tragical a discovery there and then, in her ease 
and cheerful holiday mood. He must prepare her 
for it. Not all in a moment could that revelation 
burst upon her. Poor Mary ! so happy in her 
children, bo full of their plana and pleasui-es, bo 
secure in the certainty of prosperous life : even 
tile child, strange to think it, understood him 
better, being nearer, he supposed, to those springs 
of life where there are no shades of intervening 
feeling, but all is either happmeas or despair. A 
profound sorrow for these innocent creatures came 
into his mind ; he could not overcloud them, either - 
the mother or the child. They were so glad to 
have him again ; so proud to walk on either e 
of him, pointing out everythiiig : and all waa i 
happy, were it not tor one thing; nothing to ti 
them, all well, all full of pleasure, confidei 
health, lightheartedness ; not a cloud - 
that one. 

g yourself — doiog fc 
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while you have been alone ; the servants have made 
you uncomfortable ; they have been pulling every- 
thing to pieces, though I left the most stringent 
orders " 

"No, the servants were very good; they disturbed 
nothing, though they were longing to get at it." 

" They always are ; they take a positive pleasure 
in making the house look as desolate as possible — 
as if nobody was ever going to live in it any more.*' 

" Nobody going to live in it more ! " he repeated 
the words with a faint smile. "No — on the 
contrary, it looked the most liveable place I ever 
saw. I never felt its home-look so much." 

"It is a nice little place," she said, with a little 
pressure of his arm. " Whatever may happen to 
the children in after life, we can always feel that 
they have had a happy youth and a bright home." 

"What should happen to them?" he said, 
alarmed with a sudden fear that she must know. 

" Oh, nothing, I hope, but what is good ; but the 
first change in the family always makes one think. 
I hope you won't mind, Edward : Lance Moulton is 
here." 

" Oh, he is here ! " 

" If it is really to be so, Edward, don't you think 
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it is better they should see ftB much of each other 
as poseible?" his wife said, with another tender 
pressure of his arm. "And Bomehow, when there 
is a thing of that kind in the air, everything seema 
quietened ; I am sure I can't tell how it is. It gives 
a ' go ' to all they are doing. There are no end of 
plans and schemes among them. Of course, Lance 
has a friend or two about, and the Dropmores are 
here, who are such friends of our girls." 
" And all ib fun and nonsense, I suppose ? " 
"Well, if you call it so — all pleasure, and kind- 
ness, and real delightful holiday. Oh, Edward," 
said Mrs. Sandford, with the ghost of a tear in her 
eye, "don't let ua check it! It is the brightest J 
time of their lives." 

The sunset was blazing ia glory upon the e 
the belts of cloud all reddening and glowing, sof 1 
puffs of vapour like rosea floating across the blue t 
the sky. And the air full of yoimg voices soften 
and musical, children playing, lovers wanderi 
about, happy mothers watching the sport, 
tender gaiety, and security, and peace. Evi 
thing joyful — save one thing. "No; God 6 
that I should check it,*' he said hastUy, with a 
that might have been a groan. 
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They all came back not long after, full of high 
spirits and endless talk ; they were all glad to see 
their father, who had never been any restraint 
upon their pleasure, whose grave, gentle presence 
had never checked or stilled them. They were 
sure of his sympathy more or less. If he did not 
share their fun, he had at least never discouraged 
it. And soon in the plenitude of their own affairs 
they forgot him, as was so natural, and filled the 
room with laughing consultations over to-morrow's 
pleasure, and plans for it. ** What are we going to 
do ? " they all cried, one after another, even Lizzie 
and Lance, coming in a little dazzled from the 
balcony, where they had been enjoying the last 
fading lights of the ending day, while the others 
had clamoured for lamps and candles inside ; 
"What are we going to do?" Mrs. Sandford sat 
beaming upon them, hearing all the suggestions, 
offering a new idea now and then. " I must know 
to-night, that the hampers may be got ready," she 
said; and then there was an echoing laugh all 
round. '* Mother's always so practical." Mr. 
Sandford sat a little outside of that lively circle 
with a book in his hand. But he was not reading ; 
he was watching them with a strange fascination ; 
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not willing to check them ; oh no ! feeling a help»~ 
less sort of wonder that they should -itla-y each 
pranks on the edge of the precipice, and tftat none 
of thein should divine — that even his wife ^^ihonld 
not divine ! The animated group, full in the li'-iht 
of the lamps— girls and young men in the fraflk 
familiarity of the family interrupting each otherj 
contradicting each other, discussing and arguing — * 
waa as charming a study as a painter could have 
desired ; the mother in the midst with her pencil 
in her band and a sheet of white paper on the 
table before her, which threw back the hght ; and 
behind, the lovers stealing in out of the soft 
twilight shadows, the faint glimmer of distant sea 
and aky. He watched it with a strange dull aeho 
under the pleaatiie of the father and the painter : 
the light touching those graceful outlines, shining 
in those young eyes, the glimmer of shining hair, 
the play of animated features, the Boft, dreamhko, 
suggestive shadows of the two behind. And yet 
the precipice yawning, gaping at their feet, though 
nobody knew. 

"Fapa," said suddenly a small voice in hia ear, 
" I am not going to-morrow. I want to stay with 
you." 
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*' My litUd. Hary ! But I am a dull old fellow, 
not wort]hL'_siiiying with." 

. *•!• 

" Ycfu'are sorry about something, papa ! " 
••• 

", Spr.ry ? There are a great many things in the 

woil^'to be sorry about," he said, stroking her 

bi*aWn head. The child had clasped her hands 

'^bout his arm, and was nestling close up to him 
. •• • 

'* /.'•whispering. They were altogether outside of the 
••"•• lively group at the table. This little consoler com- 
forted Mr. Sandford more than words could say. 

It was thus that the holiday life went on. The 
young people were always consulting what to do, 
making up endless excursions and expeditions, Mrs. 
Sandford always explaining for them. What was 
the use of being at the seaside if they did not take 
full advantage of it ? What was the use of coming 
to a new part of the country if they did not see 
everything? Sometimes she went with them, 
compelled by the addition of various strangers with 
whom the girls could not go without a chaperon ; 
sometimes stayed at home with her husband, 
calculating where they would be by this time; 
whether they had found a pleasant spot for their 
luncheon; when they might be expected back. 
Meanwhile, Mr. Sandford took long solitary walks 



MH. SANDFOHD. 



103 



— ^very long, very BoUtary — along the endless line 
of tbe Bands,, within sight and sound of the sea. 
Little Mary and her nest brother, the schoolboy, 
always started with him ; but the fascination ot 
ihe rocks and pools was too much for these Uttle 
people, and the father, not ill-pleased, wont on with 
a promise of picking them up again on his way 
back. He would walk on and on for the whole of 
the fresh shining morning, with the sea on one side 
and the green country on the other, and all the 
wonderful magical Ughta ol the sky and water 
shining as if for him alone. They beguiled him out 
of himself with their miraculous play and shimmer 
and wealth of heavenly reflection ; and sometimes 
he seemed to feel a higher sensation still — the 
feehng as of a silent gi*eat Companion who filled 
the heavenly space, yet moved with him, an 
all-embracing, all -responsive sympathy, till he 
thought of God coming down to the cool of the 
garden and walking with His creatures, and all J 
his trouble seemed to breathe away in a heavenly ] 
hush, which every little wave repeated, Boftlj' I 
lapping at his feet 

But when he came back into the midst of 1 
cheerJul family other subjects got the upper X 
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There was not the least harm in the gaiety that 
was about him — ^not the least harm^ it was mere 
exuberance of youthful life and pleasure. If 
things had been running their usual course, and 
his usual year's work had been in front of him, 
Mr. Sandford said to himself that he too would 
have come out to the door to see the children start 
on their expeditions, as his wife did, with pleasure 
in their good looks, and in the family union and 
happiness. He might have grumbled a little over 
Harry's idleness, or even shaken his head over the 
expense ; but he too would have liked it — ^he would 
have admired his young ones, and taken pleasure 
in seeing them happy. But to stand by and watch 
all that, and know that presently the revenue 
which kept it all up would stop, and the ground 
be cut from under their feet, sheer down, like a 
precipice ! Already he had begun to familiarise 
himself with this idea. It had a sort of paralysing 
effect, as well as one of panic and horror. It is not 
a thing that happens often. People grow poorer, 
or even they get ruined at a blow, but there is 
generally something remaining upon which economy 
will tell; he went over these differences in his 
lonely hours, imagining a hundred cases. A 
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merchant, lor instance, who ruins himBelf by 
specnlation, if he is an honourable man, has meana 
at his disposal of trying again, or at least can get a 
situation in an office (at the worst), where he will 
still have an income — a steady income, though it 
may he small ; his friends, and the people who had 
buBinoBs relations with him, would be sure to exert 
themselves to secure him that; or if his losses 
were but partial, of course nothing eonld be easiei- 
than to retrench and live at a lower rate. So 
Mr. Sandford said to himself. But what can a few 
economies do when at a critical moment, at a period 
close at hand, all incoming must cease, and nothing 
remain ? It did not now give him the violent shock 
of sensation which he had felt at first when this 
fact came uppermost. He had become accustomed 
to it. It was not aprh vioi, but in three months 
or so, the deluge : an end to everything, no half 
measures, no retrenchment, but the end. He 
began to wonder when that time came what would 
be done. The house could be sold, and all that 
was in it, but where then would they go for shelter? 
They would have to pay for the poorest lodgings, 
and at least there was nothing to pay for the house 
Mr, Sandford was not a man of business, he was t 
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mun of few resourceB ; he did not knon what to 
dO| or where to turn whoii liie Dutural occupation 
failed him. 

Theae thoughts went through his mind in a 
painful round. Three months or bo, and then 
an end of everything. Three months, and then 
the precipice bo near that the next step must be 
over it. Perhaps in other circumstances, or if he 
Imd not been known to be bo near the head of his 
profession, he might have thought of artiKts' work 
of some other kind which he could do. He might 
htive tried to illustrate books, to take up one of the 
art monufactureB ; might have become a designer, 
a decorator, something that would bring in money. 
But in this respect be was so helpless, he knew no 
more what to do than the most ignorant ; his heart 
failed hiui when he tried to penetrate into the 
darknesii of that future. The only tiling that came 
uppennost was the thought of the insurances, and 
of the thousand pounds for each which the children 
would have. It was not very much, but still it was 
something, a something real and tangibb, not like 
a workman's wages for work, which may fail in a 
moment as soon as he fuils to please his employer, 
or loaee his skill, or grows too old for it. It bad never 
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occnrred to Mr. Satidford before how precarioas these 
wages are, how little to be relied on. To think of a 
namber of people depending for their whole living 
iilTon the skill of one man's hauJ, upon the clear- 
ness of hia sight, the truth of his instincts, even 
the fashion of the moment ! It seems, when you 
look at it in the hght of a discovery such as that 
which he bad made, so mad, bo fatal ! A thing 
that may cease in a moment as if it had never 
been, yet with all the complicated machinery o! 
life built upon it, based on the strange theory that 
it would go on for ever ! On the other hand 
a thotiaand pounds is a solid thing; it would be a 
certainty for each of them. Harry might go to one 
of the colonies and get an excellent start with a 
thousand pounds in his pocket. Jack would no 
doubt be startled into energy by the sense of having 
something which it would be fatal to lose, yet 
which could not be lived upon. A thousand pounds 
would make all the difference to Lizzie on her 
miirriage. When he thought of his wife a quiver 
(if pain went over him, and yet he tried to calculate 
all the chances there would he for her. All friends 
would be stirred in sympathy for her ; they would 
get her a pension, they would gather round her: i1 
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would be made easy for her to break np this 
expensive way of living, and begin on a smaller 
footing. There would be the house, which would 
bring her in a little secure income if it was let. 
Whatever she had would be secure — ^it would be 
based on somethmg soUd, certain— not on a man's 
work, which might lose its excellence or go out 
of fashion. He felt himself smile with a kind 
of pleasure at the contemplation of this steady 
certainty— which he never had possessed, which 
he never could possess, but which poor Mary, with 
a pension and the rent of the house, would at last 
obtain. Poor Mary! his lip quivered when he 
thought of her. He wondered if the children 
would absorb her interest as much when he was 
no longer in the background, whether she would 
be able to find in them all that she wanted, and 
consolation for his absence. It was not with any 
sense of blame that this thought went through his 
mind. Blame her! oh no. To think of her 
children was surely a mother's first duty. She 
was not aware that her husband wanted consola- 
tion and help more than they did. How could 
she know when he did not tell her? And he felt 
incapable of telling her. He had meant to do it. 
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When he came he had intended as soon as i 
to prepare her for it, to lead by degi'eea to that 
revelation which could not but be given. But to 
break in upon all their innocent gaieties, to stop 
her as she stood kissing her hand to the merry 
cavalcade aa they set out, her eyes ehiniog with 
a mother's delight and pride ; to call her away 
from among her pretty daughters (she, her husband 
thought the fairest of them all), and their pleasant 
babble about pleasures past and to come, and pour 
black despair into the cheerful heart, how could he 
do it, how could any one do it ? Such happiness 
was sacred. He could not interrupt it, he could not 
destroy it ; it was pathetic, tragic, beyond words : 
on the edge of the precipice ! Oh no, no ! not now, 
he could not tell her. Let the holidays be over, 
let common life resume again, and then — unless 
by the grace of God something else might happen 
before. 

They all noticed, however, that papa was dull — 
which was the way in which it struck the young 
people— that he had no sympathy with their 
gaiety, that he was " grumpy," which was what it 
came to. Lizzie thought that this probably arose 
from diseatjafactioa with her marriage, and waB 
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indignant. ''If he doesn't think Lance good 
enough, I wonder what would please him. Did he 
expect one of the princes to propose to me ? " she 
cried. 

''Oh, Lizzie, my love, don't speak so of your 
father ! " 

" Well, mamma, he should not look at as so," 
cried the girl. 

Mrs. Sandford herself was a little indignant too. 
Her sympathies were all with the children. She 
saw disapproval in his subdued looks, and was 
ready at any moment to spring to arms in defence 
of her children. And indeed sometimes, in his 
great trouble, which no one divined, Mr. Sandford 
would sometimes become impatient. 

"I wish," he would say, "that Jack would do 
something — does he never do anything at all ? It 
frets me to see a young man so idle." 

" My dear Edward ! " cried his wife, " it is the 
Long Vacation. What should he have to do ? " 

"And Harry?" Mr. Sandford said. 

" Poor boy ! You know he would give his little 
finger to have anything to do. He has nothing to 
do. How can he help that ? When we go back 
to town you must really put your shoulder to the 
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wheel. Among all your friends surely, surely, 
something could be got for Harry/' said his 
mother, thus turning the tables. "And in the 
meantime/' she added, " to get all the health he 
can, and the full good of the sea, is certainly the 
best thing the poor fellow could do." 

What answer could be made to this? Mr. 
Sandford went out for his walk — that long silent 
walk, in which the great Consoler came down from 
amid all the silvery lights and shining skies, and 
walked with him in the freshness of the morning, 
all silent in tenderness and great solemnity and 
awe. 



CHAPTER VI. 

" Unless, by the grace of God, something should 
happen" — ^that was what he kept saying to himself 
when he reflected on the disclosure which must 
be made when the seaside season was over. The 
great events of life rarely happen according to our 
will. A man cannot die when he wishes it, though 
there should be every argument in favour of such 
an event, and its advantages most palpable. The 
moment passes in which that conclusion would 
have all the force and satisfactory character of a 
great tragedy, and a dreary postscript of existence 
drivels on, destructive of all dignity and appro- 
priateness. We live when we should do much 
better to die, and we die sometimes when every 
circumstance calls upon us to live. 

Most people will think that it was a very dreary 
hope that moved Mr. Sandford's mind — ^perhaps 
even that it was not the expedient of a brave 
man to desire to leave his wife and children to 
mduTQ th^ change and the struggle from which bo 
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shrank in hia own person. But this waa not how 
it appeared to him. He thought, and with Bome 
reason, that the change which becomes inevitable 
on the death of the head of a house ia without 
humiliation, without the pang of downfall which 
would be involved in an entire reversal of life 
which had not that excuse ; he thought that every- 
body who knew him would regret the change, and 
that every effort would be made to help those who 
were left behind. It would be no shame to them 
to accept that help; it would seem to them a 
tribute to hia position rather than pity for them. 
His wife would believe that her husband, a great 
painter, one of the first of the day, had fully 
earned that recognition, and would be proud of 
the pension or the money raised for her as of a 
monument in his honour. And then the insur- 
ances. There could be no doubt, he said to 
himself, with a rueful smile, that so much substan- 
tial money would be much better to have than a i 
man who could earn nothing, who had become 
incapable, whose work nobody wanted. He hftc 
no doubt whatever that it would be by far tl 
best solution. It would rouse the boys by a shs 
and unmiatakable necessity ; it might, he thoa| 
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be the making ol the boya, who had no fanlfc in 
particular except the disposition to take things 
easily, which was the weakness of this generation. 
And as for the others, they would be taken care of 
— no doubt they would be taken care of. Their 
condition would appeal to the kindness of every 
friend who had ever bought a "Sandford" or 
thought it an honour to know the painter. He 
would even himself be restored to honour and 
estimation by the act of dying, which often is a 
very ingratiating thing, and makes the public 
change its opinion. All these arguments were so 
strongly in favour of it that to think there was 
no means of securing it depressed Mr. Sandford's 
mind more than all. By the grace of God. But 
it is certain that the Disposer of events does not 
always see matters as His creatures see them. No 
one can make sure, however warmly auch a decree 
might be wished for, or even prayed for, that it 
will be given. It only that would happen ! But it 
was still more impossible to secure its happening 
than to open a new market for the pictures, or 
cause comniissionB to pour in again. 

It may he asked whether Mr. Sandford's convic- 
tion, which was so strong on this subject, ever 
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moved him to do anything to bring about Ms 
desire. It was impOBBible, perhaps, that the idea 
ehould not have crOBsed hia mind — 



" WliBii we ourselvea can o 
With a bare bodkim." 



r demitsion make 



And we can acaroely say that it was, lake Hamlet, 
the fear ol something after death that restrained 
him. It was a stronger sentiment still. It was 
the feeling that to give one's self one's dismissal is 
quite a different thing. It is a flight — it is a running 
away ; all the arguments against the selfishness of 
desiring to leave his wife and children to a struggle 
from which he had escaped came into action 
against that. "What would he well if accomplished 
by the gi-ace of God would be miserable if done 
by the will of the man who might be mistaken in 
his estimate of the good it would do. And then 
another practical thought, more tragical than any 
in its extreme materialism and mattor-of-faet cha- 
racter, it would vitiate the insurances I If the i 
children were to gain nothing hy his death, then it ] 
would certainly be better for them that he should 
live. On that score there eould be no doubt. 
This made suicide as completely out of the question 
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from a physical point of view as it was already 
from a spiritual. He could not discharge himself 
from God's service on earth, though he should be 
very thankful if God would discharge him; and 
he could not do anything to endanger the precious 
provision he had made for his family. It can 
scarcely be said that Mr. Sandford considered this 
case at leisure or with comparison of the arguments 
for and against, for his decision was instinctive and 
immediate; nevertheless the idea floated upper- 
most sometimes in the surging and whirl up and 
down of many thoughts, but always to be dismissed 
in the same way. 

Two or three weeks had passed in this way when 
one evening Mr. Sandford received a letter from 
Daniells, the dealer, inviting him to join a party 
on the Yorkshire moors. Daniells was well enough 
off to be able to deny himself nothing. He was 
not a gentleman, yet the sports that gentlemen 
love were within reach of his wealth, and gentle- 
men not so well off as he showed much willingness 
to share in his good things. Some fine people 
whose names it was a pleasure to read were on his 
list, and some painters who were celebrated enough 
to eclipse the finp ""at all these should 
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be gathered together by a man who was as ignorant 
as a pig, and not mueb better bred, was -wonderful; 
but BO it waB. FerhapB the fact that Daniella was 
really at heart a good fellow had Bomething to do 
with it : but even had thiB not been the ease, it is 
probable that he could still have found guests to 
shoot on his moor, and eat the birda they had shot. 
Mr. Sandford was no sportsman, and at first he 
bad httle inclination to accept. It was his wife 
who urged him to do so. 

"You are not enjoying Broadbeach as you 
usually do," she said; "you are bored by it. Oh, 
don't tell me, Edward, I can see it in your eyes," 

" If you think bo, my dear, no denial of mine " 

" No," she said, shaking her head ; " nothing 
you say will change my opinion. I am dreadfully 
Borry, for I am fond of the place ; but I have made 
up my inmd already never to come here again : for 
you are bored — it is as plain as poesible : you want i 
a change : you must go." 

" It ia not much of a change to visit Danielle," 
said Mr. Sandford. 

" Oh, it isn't DanieUs ; it's the company, and the 
distance, and all you will find there. I have no 
objection to Mr. Daniells, Edward." 
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"Nor I; he is a good fellow in spite of his 
' h's.' " 

"I don't care about his *h's.' He's very hos- 
pitable and very friendly, and all the nice people 
go to him. I saw in the papers that Lord Okeham 
was there. You might be able to speak a word for 
Harry." 

Mr. Sandford smiled. "I am to go, then, as a 
business speculation," he said ; but his smile faded 
away very soon, for he reflected that Lord Okeham 
was the first to give him that sensation of being 
wanted no longer, of having nobody to employ him, 
which had risen to such a tragic height since then. 

"Don't laugh," said his wife. "I do think 
indeed it is your duty— anything that may help 
on the children; and you do like Mr. Daniells, 
Edward." 

*'Yes, I do like Daniells; he is a very good 
fellow." 

"And the change will do you good. You must 

go." 
It was arranged so almost without any voluntary 

action on his part. His wife's anxiety that he 

should " speak a word for Harry " seemed to him 

half-pathetic, half-ridiculous in what he knew to be 
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the position of affairs ; but then she did not know. 
It can scarcely be said that it was other than a 
relief to him to leave his family to their own light- 
hearted devices, or that the young ones were not at 
least half-pleased when he went away. "Papa 
was not a bit like himself," they said; probably 
it was because the heat was too much tor him (he 
prefeiTed cold weather), and the freshness of the 
moors would put him all right, Mrs. Sandford 
was by no means willing to confess to herself that 
she, too, was relieved by her husband's departure. 
It was the first time she had ever been conseiouB of 
that feciling in thirty years of married Hfe ; but she, 
too, said that he would be the better of the fresh- 
ness of the moors, and they all gave themselves 
up to " fun " with a new rush of pleasure when his ■ 
grave countenance was away. 

" I am sure he did not mean it," said Lizzie, 
"but I could not help feeling that it was poor 
Lance that was the cause." 

" Nothing of the sort, my dear," said Mrs. Sand- 
ford. " Your father would have told you if he had { 
any objections. No ; I Imow what it is ; he is very, 
anxious about the boys — and so am I," 

No one, however, who had seen her among then 
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could have believed that Mrs. Sandford was very 
anxious. She was so glad that they should enjoy 
themselves. Afterwards, when the holidays were 
over, when they were all back in town again, 
then something, no doubt, must be done about 
Harry. He was very thoughtless, to be sure ; he 
took no trouble about what was going to happen 
to him. Mrs. Sandford threw off any shade of 
distress, however, by saying to herself that now his 
father was fully roused to the necessity of doing 
something, now that he was about to meet Lord 
Okeham and other influential people, something 
mv^t be found for Harry, and then all would go 
well. But the look in her husband's eyes haunted 
her, nevertheless, for the rest of the day. She had 
gone to the railway with him to see him off, as she 
always did, and when the train was just moving, 
he looked at her, waving his hand to her. The 
look in his eyes was so strange and so sad, that 
Mrs. Sandford felt disposed to rush after her 
husband by the next train. Failing that, she drew 
her veil over her face as she turned away and shed 
tears, she could not tell why, as if he had been 
going away never to return. How ridiculous ! how 
absurd ! when he was only a little out of sorts and 
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sure to be set right by the freahness of the moora. 
The impreBsion very soon wore out, and the young 
people had already organised a little impromptu 
dance for the evening, which gave Mrs. Sandford 
plenty to do. 

"It looks a httle like taking advantage of your 

' father's absence — as if you were glad he was gone." 
"Not at all," they all cried. "What a dreadful 

L idea ! The only thing is that it would have bored 

I him horribly; otherwise," added Harry, " we are 
always glad of my father's company," with an air 
of protection and patronage which made the others 
laugh. And Mrs. Sandford keenly enjoyed the 

I dance, and felt it better that her husband's face, 

' never so grave before, should not be there to over- 
shadow the evening's entertainment. He would be 
80 much more in his element discuBsing light and 
shade with the other It.A.B, or talking a litl 

I moderate politics with Lord Okeham, or breat 

^ in the freshness of the moors. 

And he did Like the freshness of the moot 

I and the talk of his brother artists, and the 
cussions among the men. It was entirely a mau'i 
party, and perhaps a very domestic man li 
Mr. Sandford, a little neglected amid the exul 
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ances of a young f anuly, his very wife drawn away 
from him by the eidgencies of their amusements, is 
specially open to the occasional refreshment of a 
party of his fellows, when congenial pursuits and 
matured views, and something of a like expe- 
rience — ^at all events something which is a real 
experience of life — draw individuals together. The 
" sport " of the painters was apt to be interrupted 
by realisations of the '' effects " about them, and 
by discussions on various artistic-scientific points 
which only masters in the art could settle; and 
that semi-professional flavour of the party was 
extremely interesting to the other men, the public 
personages and society magnates, who found it 
very piquant to be thrown amid the painters, and 
who were inspired thereby to talk their best, and 
tell their most entertaining stories. No atmo- 
sphere of failure accompanied Mr. Sandford into 
this circle, which was kept hilarious by the 
host's jovialities and social mistakes. If anybody 
knew that Daniells kept in his inner room three 
'' Sandfords" which he could not sell, there was 
no hint of that knowledge in anything that was 
said, or in the manner of the other painters 
towards their fellow, to whom all appealed as to 
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as great an authority as could be found on all 
questioDS of art. He vi&b restored, thus, to the 
position which, indeed, nobody could take from 
him, though he should never sell a picture again. 
It soothed him to feel and see that, to aU his 
brethren, he was as much as ever one of the first 
painters of his time, and to give his opinion and 
sustain it with the experience of his long profes- 
sional life, and much experiment in art. A forloi-n 
hope had been in his mind that Daniells might 
have some good news for him ; that he might say 
some day, " That was all a false alarm, old man — 
I've sold the pictures ; " but this unfortunately did 
not come to pass. Daniells never said it was a 
false alarm ; he even said some things in his rough 
but not uniiodly way which to Mr. Sandford's ear, 
quickened by trouble, confirmed the disaster ; but 
perhaps Daniells, who had no particular delicacy 
of perception, did not intend this. 

The change, however, did Mr, Sandford a great 
deal of good: though sometimes, when he found 
himself alone, the settled shadow of calamity 
which had closed upon his life, and which must 
soon he known to all, came over him with almost 
greater force than at first. It was but seldom that 
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he waa alone, when he was indoors : yet now and 
then he would find himself on the moors in the 
Btin-settipg, when the western sky was still one 
hlaze of yellow or orange light, varied by bands 
of cloudy red, with the low hills and sweeps of 
moor standing black against that waning brightness 
which, magnificent as it waa, sent out little light. 
Mr. Sandford did not compare his own going out 
of practical life and possibility, yet preservation 
of a glow of fame which neither warmed nor 
enlightened, with that show in the west. People 
seldom see allegories of their own disaster. But as 
he strayed along with the sense of dreariness in his 
heart which the dead and spectral aspect of hill 
and tree was so well calculated to give, his own 
circumstances came back to him in tragic glimpses. 
He thought of the gay group he had left behind, 
the heedless young creatures singing and dancing 
on the edge of the precipice, and of the peaceful 
home lying silent awaiting them, to which they 
had no doubt of returning, with all its security of 
comfort and peace, but on the edge of the preci- 
pice too. And he thought of Jack's fee, his two 
guineas, which they had all taken as the best joke 
in the world, and of Lizzie, who was to have fifty 
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poauds a year from her father, and ot Harry, quite 
happy and content on his Bcboolboy allowance ; 
and all this going on as if it were the courBe of 
nature, unchangeable as the stars or the pillars 
of the earth, Theae things gUded before him as 
he looked over all the inequalities of the moor 
Btaudiug black against the western sky. They 
were the true facts about him, notwithstanding 
that in the shelter of this momentary pause he 
only felt them as at a distance, and less strongly 
than before realised the ease it would bring if by 

the gi-ace of God something happened — before 

It was the time of the year when there are 
various race meetings in the north, and Mr, 
Daniells had planned to carry his party to the 
most famous of them. He had his landau and a 
brake, royally charged with provisions, and filled 
with bis guests. Mr. Sandford had done his best 
to get off this unnecessary festivity, for which he 
had little taste. But all his friends, who by thlB 
time had begun to perceive that his spirits were 
not in their usual equable state, resisted anr 
protested. He must come, they said: to leai 
one behind would spoil the party ; he was not 
be left alone with all the moorland effects to si 
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a march apon the other paintera. And he had not 
sufficient energy to stand against their remon- 
sti-anceB. It was easier to yield, and he yielded. 
The race was not nnaninaing. Even with all hia 
preoccupation, he took a little pleasure in it, more 
or less, 3,3 most Englishmen do : though it glanced 
across his mind that somebody might say after- 
wards, " Saodford was there, amusing himself on 
the edge of the precipice." These vague voices 
and glimpses of things were not enough to stand 
against the remonatrancea and banter of his friends: 
and after all, what did it matter ? The plunge over 
the precipice is not less terrible because you may 
have performed a dance of despair on the edge. It 
was about snnset on a lovely September evening 
when the party set out on their return home. 
They were merry ; not that there had been any 
excess or indulgence unbecoming of English gentle- 
men. Danielle, it is true, who was not a gentleman, 
had, perhaps, a little more champagne under his 
belt than was good for him. But his guests were 
only merry, talldng a little more loudly than usoal 
about the events of the day and the exploits of the 
favourite, and settUng some moderate bets which 
neither harmed nor elated ary one. Mr. Sitndford, 



MR. BANDFORD. 



127 



who had not betted, was the most silent of 
party; the lively talk of the others left him 
free to retire to his own thonghts. He had got 
rather into a tangle of dim calculations about his 
inBorancee, and how the money would be divided, 
when somebody Baddenly called out "Hallo! we've 
got off the road ! " 

For some time Mr. Sandford was the only one 
who paid any attention to this statement. Looking 
oat with a little start, he saw the same scene 
against which his masings had taken fonn on 
previous nights. A sky glowing with a stormy 
splendour, deep burning orange on the horizon 
rifling through zones of yellow to the daffodil sky 
above, every object standing out black in the 
absence of light ; not the hedgerows and white line 
of the road alone, but the blunt inequalities of the 
moor, here a lump of gorse or gnarled hawthorn 
bush, there a treacherous hollow with a gleam of 
water gathered as in a cup. The coachman and 
grooms had not been so prudent as their masters; 
their potations had been heavier than champagne. 
How they had left the road and got npon the moor 
could never be discovered. It was partly the per- 
plexing glow above and blackness below, partly 
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fhe fumes of a long day's successive drinkings 
in their brains; partly, perhaps, as one of the 
passengers thought, spmething else. The horses 
had taken the unusual obstacles on their path with 
wonderful steadiness at first, but by the time the 
attention of the gentlemen was fully attracted to 
what was happening, the coachman had altogether 
lost control of the kicking and plunging animals. 
The man was not too far gone to have driven home 
by the rOad, but his brain was incapable of any 
effort to meet such an emergency. He began to 
flog the horses wildly, to swear at them, to pull 
savagely at the reins. The groom jumped down 
to rush to their heads, and in doing so, as they 
made a plunge at the moment, fell on the roadside, 
and in a moment more was left behind as the 
terrified horses dashed on. By this time everybody 
was roused, and the danger was evident. Mr. 
Sandford sat quite still ; he was not learned about 
horses, while many of his companions were. One 
of them got on to the box beside the terrified coach- 
man to try what could be done, the others gave 
startled and sometimes contradictory suggestions 
and directions. He was quite calm in the tumult 
of alarm and eager preparation for any event. He 
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was sensible, profonndly sensible, of the wonderful 
effect of the scene : the orange glow which no 
pigments in the world could reproduce, the black- 
ness of the indistinguishable objects which stood up 
against it like low dark billows of a motionless sea. 
The shocks of the jolting carriage affected him 
little, QHj more than the shouts of the alarmed 
and excited men. He did not even remark, then, 
that some sprang off mid that others held them- 
selves ready to follow. His sensations were those 
of perfect calm. He thought of the precipice no 
more, nor even of the insurances. Some one 
shook him by the shoulder, but it did not disturb 
him. The effect was wonderful ; the orange grow- 
ing intense, darker, the yellow light pervading 
the illuminated sIqt. And then a sudden wild 
whirl, a shock of sudden sensation, and he saw 
or felt no more. 
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tsESENTLX the light came back to Mr. Bandford'a 
eyes. He was lying upon the dry heathet on the 
side of the moor, the brown seed-pods nestUng 
against his cheek, the yellow glow in the west, to 
which his eyes instinctively turned, having scarcely 
faded at all since he bnd looked at it from the 
carriage. A confused sound of noises, loud speak- 
ing, and moans of pain reached him where he lay, 
but scarcely moved him to curiosity. His first 
sensation was one of curious ease and Becurity. 
He did not attempt to budge, but lay t^uite peace- 
fully smiling at the sunset, like a child. His bead 
was confused, bat there was in it a vague sense 
of danger escaped, and of some kind of puzzled 
dehverance from he knew not what, which gave 
the strangest feeling of soothing and rest. He felt 
no tomxitation to jump np hastily, to 
of the people who were moaning, or to intiulre 
the accident, as in another case be would 
done. He lay still, quite at his ease, hearing 
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voices as if he heard them not, and smiling with a 
confused pleasure at the glow of orange light in 
the sky. 

He did not know how long it was till some 
one knelt down and spoke to him anxiously. 
" Sandford, are you badly hurt? Sandford, my 
dear fellow, do you know me? Can you speak 
tome?" 

He burst into a laugh at this address. 

" Speak to you? Know you ? What nonsense ! 
I am not hurt at all. I am quite comfortable." 

"Thank God!" said the other. "Duncan, I 

fear, has a broken leg, and the coachman is 

It was his fault, the unfortunate wretch. Give me 
your hand, and I'll help you to get up." 

To get up ? That was quite a different matter. 
He did not feel the least desire to try. He felt, 
before trying and without any sense of alarm, that 
he could not get up ; then said to himself that this 
was nonsense too, and that to lie there, however i 

comfortably, when he might be helping the others, 
was not to be thought of. He gave his hand 
accordingly to his friend, and made an effort to 
rise. But it would have been as easy (he said to 
himself) for a log of wood to attempt to rise. He 

i2 
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felt rather like that, as if his legs had turned to 
wood — ^not stone, for that would have been cold 
and uncomfortable. " I don't know how it is," he 
said, still smiling, ** but I can't budge. There's 
nothing the matter with me, I'm quite easy and 
comfortable, but I can't move a limb. I'll be all 
right in a few minutes. Look after the others. 
Never mind me." He thought the face of the man 
who was bending over him looked strangely scared, 
but nothing more was said. A rug was put over 
him and one of the cushions of the carriage under 
his head, and there he lay, vaguely hearing the 
groans of the man whose leg was broken as (appa- 
rently) they moved him, and all the exclamations 
and questions and directions given by one and 
another. What was more wonderful was the 
dying out of that wild orange light in the sky. 
It paled gradually, as if it had been glowing metal, 
and the cold night air breathing on it had paled 
and dwindled that ineffectual fire. A hundred 
lessening tints and tones of colour — ^yellows and 
faint greens, with shades of purple and creamy 
whiteness breaking the edges — ^melted and shim- 
mered in the distance. It was like an exhibition 
him alone, relieved bjr that black under- 
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ground, now traversed by gigantic ebony figures of 
a hoiBe and man, moving irregularly across the 
moor, A star came out with a keen blue sparkle, 
like Bome power of heavea triumphant over that 
illumination of earth. What a speetaele it waa! 
And all for him alone ! 

The next thing he was conscious of was two or 
three figures about him — one the doctor, whose 
professional touch he soon discovered on his pulse 
and his limbs. " We are going to lift you. Don't 
take any trouble; it will give you no pain," some 
one said. And before he could protest, which he 
was about to do good-humourcdly, that there was 
no occasion, he found himself softly raised upon 
some flat and even surface, more comfortable, after 
all, than the lumps of the heather. Then there 
was a curious interval of motion along the road, no 
doubt, though all be saw was the sky with tlie 
stars coming gradually out ; neither the road norv 
his bearers, except now and then a dark outlinsi 
coining within the line of his vision ; but alwayel 
the deep blue of the mid sky shining above. The I 
world seemed to have concentrated in that, and it | 
was not this world, but another world. 

He remembered little more, except by snatches J 
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an unknown face — ^probably the doctor's — ^looking 
exceedingly grave, bending over him ; then Daniells' 
usually jovial countenance with all the lines droop- 
ing and the colour blanched out of it, and a sound 
of low voices talking something over, of which he 
could only make out the words '' Telegraph at 
once; " then, " Too late ! It must not be too late. 
She must come at once." He wondered vaguely 
who this was, and why there should be such a 
hurry. And then, all at once, it seemed to him 
that it was daylight and his wife was standing by 
his bedside. He had just woke up from what 
seemed a very long, confused, and feverish night — 
how long he never knew. But when he woke 
everything was clear to him. Unless, by the grace 

of God, something were to happen Something 

was about to happen, by the grace of God. 

" Mary ! " he cried, with a flush of joy. " You 
here ! ** 

" Of course, my dearest," she said, with a cheer- 
ful look, *' as soon as I heard there had been an 
accident." 

He took her hand between his and drew her to 
him. "This was all I wanted," he said. "God 
is very good; He gives me everything." 
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"Oh, Edward!" This pitifnl protest, remon- 
strance, appeal to heaven and earth — for all these 
were in her cry — came from her unawares. 

"Yes," he said, "my dear, everything has 
happened as I desired. I understand it all now. I 
thought I was not hurt ; now I see. I am not hurt, 
I am killed, like the boy — don't you remember? — 
in Browning's ballad. Don't be shocked, dear. 
Why shouldn't I be cheerful ? I am not — sorry." 

"Oh, Edward!" she cried again, the passion ol ■ 
her trouble exasperated by his composure ; " not 
to leave — ub all ? " 

He held her band between bis, smiling at her. 
"It was what I wanted," he said — "not to leave 
you ; but don't you believe, my darling, there 
must be something about that leaving which is 
not so dreadful, which is made easy to the man 
who goes away? Certainly, I don't want to leave 
you; but it's so much for your good — lor the i 
cbildien's good " 

" Oh, never, Edward, never ! " 

"Yes; it's new to you, but I've been thinkiDg I 
about it a long time — so much that I once thought 
it would almost have been worth the white, but for 
the insraanees, to have " 
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'' Edward!" She looked at him with an agonised 
cry. 

" No, dear — ^nothing of the kind. I never would, 
I never cotdd have done it. It would have been 
contrary to nature. The accident — ^was without any 
will or action of mine. By the grace of God " 

"Edward, Edward! Oh, don't say that; by 
His hand, heavy, heavy upon us ! " 

''It is you that should not say that, Mary. If 
you only knew, my dear. I want you to under- 
stand so long as I am here to tell you " 

''He must not talk so much," said the voice 
of the doctor behind ; '' his strength must be 
husbanded. Mrs. Sandford, you must not allow 
him to exhaust himself." 

"Doctor," said Mr. Sandford, "I take Jt for 
granted you're a man of sense. What can you do 
for me? Spin out my life by a few more feeble 
hours. Which would you rather have yourself? 
That, or the power of saying everything to the 
person you love best in the world?" 

" Let him talk,** said the doctor, turning away ; 
"I have no answer to make. Give him a little of 
this if he turns faint. And send for me if you 
want me, Mrs. Sandford." 
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" Thanks, doctor. That is a man of Bense, 
Mary. I feel quite well, quite able to tell you ' 
everything." 

" Oh, Edward, when that is the case, things 
cannot be bo bad ! If you will only take care, only 
try to save your strength, to beep up. Oh, my 
dear I The will to get well does bo much ! Try I 
try! Edward, for the love of God." I 

" My own Mary : always believing that every- 
thing's to be done by an effort, as all women do. 
I am glad it is out of my power. If I were in 
any pain there might be some hope for you, but 
I'm in no pain. There's nothing the matter with 
me bat dying. And I have long felt that was 
the only way." 

"Dying? — not when you were with as at the 
sea?" 

"Most of all then," he said, with a smile. 

"Oh, Edward, Edward! and I full of amuBe- 
ments, of pleasure, leaving you alone." 

" It was better so. I am glad of every hour's 
respite you have had. And now you'll be abU 
easily to break up the house, which would havfl 
been a hard thing and a bitter downfall in mf 
lifetime. It will be quite natural now. They will 
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give yon a pension^ ond there will be the insurance 
money." 

" I cannot bear it," she cried wildly. " I cannot 
have you speak like this." 

'* Not when it is the utmost ease to my mind — 
the utmost comfort " 

She clasped her hands firmly together. " Say 
anything you wish, Edward." 

" Yes, my poor dear." He was very, very sorry 
for his wife. It burst upon her without prepara- 
tion, without a word of warning. Oh, he was sorry 
for her ! But for himself it was a supreme conso- 
lation to pour it all forth, to tell her everything. 
" If I were going to be left behind," he said, sooth- 
ingly, "my heart would be broken: but it is 
softened somehow to those that are going away. 
I can't tell you how. It is, though ; it is all so 
vague and soft. I know I'll lose you, Mary, as 
you will lose me, but I don't feel it. My dearest, 
I had not a commission, not one. And there are 
three pictures of mine unsold in Daniells' inner 
shop. He'll tell you if you ask him. The three 
last. That one of the little Queen and her little 
M^^* f>»at our little Mary sat for, that you liked 
)u remember ? It's standing in Daniells' 



MR. 8AHDF0KD. 



139 



room ; three of them. I think I Bee them against 
the wall." 

" Edward t" 

"Oh no, my head ie not going. I only tJiinh I 
see them. And it was the merest chance that the 
'Black Prinoe' sold; and not a commiBsion, not 
a commisBion. Think of that, Mary. It ie true 
aufih a thing has happened before, but I never 
was sixty before. Do yon forget I am an old man, 
and my day is over ? " 

"No, no, no," she cried with passion; "it is 
not BO." 

"Oh yea; facts are stubborn things— it is bo. 
And what should we have done if our income had 
stopped in a moment, as it would have done? A 
precipice before our feet, and nothing, nothing 
beyond. Now for you, my darling, it will be 
far easier. You can sell the house and all 
that is in it. And they will give you a pen- 
sion, and the children will have something to j 
begin upon." 

" Oh, the children ! " she cried, taking his hand J 
into hers, bowing down her face upon it. " Oh 
Edward, what are the children between you ar 
me?" 8he cast them away in that supre: 
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moment ; the young creatures all bo well, bo gay, 
so hopelol. In her despair and passion she flung 
their crowding images from her — those im&gea 
which had forced her hnaband from her heart. 

He laughed a low, quiet laugh. " God bless 
them," he said; "but I like to have you all to 
myself, yon Eind me only, for the last moment, 
Mary. ¥ou have been always the best wife that 
ever was — nay, I won't say have been — you are 
my dear, my wife. We don't understand anything 
about widows, you and I. Death's nothing, I 
think. It looks dreadful when you're not going. 
But God manages all that bo well. It is as 
if it were nothing to me. Mary, where are 
you ? " 

"Here, Edward, holding your hand. Oh, my 
dear, don't yon see me? " 

"TeB, yes," he said, with a fnint laugh, as if 
ashamed at some mistake he had made, and put 
his other hand over hers with a slight groping 
movement. "It's getting late," he said; " it's 
getting rather dark. What time is it 9 Seven 
'olock? You'll not go down to dinner, Mary? 

ky with me. They can bring you something 

itaira." 
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" Go dowD ? Oh, no, no. Do you think I would 
leave you, Edward? " She had made a little pause 
of terror before she spoke, for, indeed, it was 
broad day, the full afternoon sunshine still bright 
outside, and nothing to suggest the twilight. He 
sighed again — a soft, pleasurable sigh. 

" If you don't mind just sitting by me a httle. 
I see your dear face in glimpses, sometimes as if 
you had wings and were hovering over me. My 
head's swimming a little. Don't light the candles. 
I like the half-light; you know I always did. So 
long as 1 can see you by it, Mary. Is that a 
comfortable chair ? Then sit down, my love, and 
let me keep your hand, and I think I'll get a little 
sleep." 

" It will do you good," said the poor wife. 

"Who knows?" he said, with another smile. 
" But don't let them light the candles." 

Light the candles! She could see, where she 
sat there, the red sunshine falling in a blazo upon 
a ruddy heathery hill, and beating upon the dai 
firs which stood out like ink against that ba 
ground. There is perhaps nothing that so wri 
the heart of the watcher as this pathetic mif 
of day for night which betrays the eyes from ' 
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all light is failing. He lay within the shadow of 
the curtain, always holding her hand fast, and 
fell asleep — a sleep which, for a time, was soft and 
quiet enough, but afterwards got a little disturbed. 
She sat quite still, not moving, scarcely breathing, 
that she might not disturb him ; not a tear in her 
eye, her whole being wound up into an external calm 
which was so strangely unlike the tumult within. 
And she had forsaken him — left him to meet 
calamity without her support, without sympathy 
or aid ! She had been immersed in the pleasures 
of the children, their expeditions, their amuse- 
ments. She remembered, with a shudder, that it 
had been a little relief to get him away, to have 
their dance undisturbed. Their dance ! Her heart 
swelled as if it would burst. She had been his 
faithful wife since she was little more than a 
child. All her life was his — she had no thought, 
no wish, apart from him. And yet she had left 
him to bear this worst of evils alone ! 

Mrs. Sandford dared not break the sacred calm 

by a sob or a sigh. She dared not even let the 

tears come to her eyes, lest he should wake and be 

ed by the sight of them. What thoughts 

ibrough her min<J as sh^ s£^t ther^, not 
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moving t Her past lite all over, which, until that 
telegram came, had seemed the easy tenor of 
every day ; and the future, bo dark, bo awfal, bo 
nnknown— a world which she did not understand | 
without him. 

After an interval he began to speak again, but so 
that she saw he was either asleep still or wandering 
in those vague regions between consciousness and 
nothingness. "All against the wall — with the 
faces turned," he said. " Three^all the last ones : 
the one my wife liked so. In the inner room : 
Daniella is a good fellow. He spared me the sight 
of them outside. Three — that's one of the perfect 
numbers— that's — I could always see them : on the 
road and on the moor, and at the races : then — I ' 
wonder — all the way up — on the road to heaven ? 
no, no. One of thu angels — would come and turn 
them round — turn them round. Nothing hke that 
in the presence of God. It would be disrespectful 
— disrespectful. Turn them round — with their 

faces " He paused ; his eyes were closed, 

ineffable smile e me over his mouth. "He — willj 
see what's best in them," he said. 

After this for a time silence reigned, broken only I 
now and then by a word flometimeB unintelligible, I 
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Once his wife thought ahe caught Bomething about 
the " four square walls in the new Jerusalem," some- 
times tender words about herself, but nothing clear. 
It was not till night that he woke, surprising them 
with an outcry as to the light, as he had previously 
spoken about the darknesa 

" You need not," he said, " light such an illumi- 
nation for me— a/ giomo as the Italians say ; but I 
like it — I like it. Danielle — has the soul of a 
prince." Then he put out his hands feebly, calling 
" Mary ! Mary ! " and drew her closer to him, and 
whispered a long, earnest communication ; but what 
it was the poor lady never knew. She listened 
intently, but she could not make out a word. 
What was it ? What was it ? Whatever it was, 
to have said it was an infinite satisfaction to him. 
He dropped back upon bis pillows with an air of 
content indescribable, and silent pleasure. He 
had done everything, he had said everything. And 
in this mood slept again, and woko no more. 



I Mr. Bandford's previsions were all justified. The 

twas sold to advantage, at what the agent 
.ncy price, because it had been his house 
best furniture undisturbed. Everything 
L 
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was miserable enough indeed, bat there was m 
htiniiliation in the breaking np of the establish 
ment, which was evidently too costly for the widow. 
She got her pension at once, and a satisfactory one, 
and retired with her younger children to a small 
honsej which was more suited to her cireamatanoeB. 
And Lord Okeham, touched by the fact that Sand, 
ford's death had taken place under the same roof, 
in a room next to his own (though that, to be sure, 
in an age of competition and personal merit was 
nothing), found somehow, as a Cabinet Minister 
no doubt can if he will, a post for Harry, in which 
he got on just as well as other young men, and 
settled down into a very good servant of the State. 
And Jack, being thus suddenly sobered and called 
back to himself, and eager to get rid of the intolerable 
thought that he, too, had weighed upon his father's 
mind, and made his latter days more sad, took to 
his protoBBion with zeal, and got on, as no doubt 
any determined man does when he adopts one Una 
and holds by it. The others settled down with 
theur mother in a humblw way of living, yet did 
not lose their friends, as it is common to say peopl 
do. Perhaps they were not asked any long< 
to the occasional "smart" parties to which i 
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pretty daughters and well-bred sons of Sandford 
the famous painter, who could dispense tickets for 
Academy soirees and private views, were invited, 
more or lesa on sufferance. These failed them, 
their names falHng out of the invitation books ; but 
what did that matter, seeing they bad never 
been but outsiders, flattered by the cards of a 
countess, but never really penetrating beyond the 
threshold ? 

Mrs. Sandford believed that she could not live 
when her husband was thus taken from her. The 
remembrance of that brief but dreadful time when 
she had abandoned him, when the children and 
their amusements had stolen her heart away, was 
heavy upon her, and though she steeled herself to 
carry out all his wishes, and to arrange everytbuig 
as he would have had it done, yet she did all with 
a sense tliat the time was short, and that when her 
duty was thus accomplished she would follow him. 
Tliis softened everything to her in the most won- 
derful way. She felt herself to be acting as his 
deputy through all these changes, glad that he 
should be saved the trouble, and that humiliation 
and confession of downfall which was not now 
involved in any alteration of 'life she could make, 
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and fully coniident that when all was completed 
she would receive her dismiaBal and join him 
where he was. But she was a very natural woman, 
with all the springs of life in her unimpaired. And 
by-and-by, with much surprise, with a pang of 
disappointment, and yet a rising of her heart to the 
new inevitable solitary life which was so different, 
which was not sohtary at all, but full of the stir 
and hum of living, yet all silent in the most 
intimate and cloBest circle, Mrs, Sandford recog- 
nised that she was not to die. It was a strange 
thing, yet one which happens often : for we neither 
live nor die according to our own will and pre- 
visions—save sometimes in such a case as that of 
our painter, to whom, as to his beloved, God 
accorded sleep. 

And more — the coming true of everything that 
he had believed. After doing his best for his own, 
and for all who depended upon him in his life, he 
did better still, as he had foreseen, by dying, 
Daniells sold the three pictures at prices higher 
than he had dreamed of, for a Sandford was now 
a thing with a settled value, it being sure that 
no new flood of them would ever come into the 
market. And all went well. Perhaps with some 
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of US, toO| that dying which it is a terror to look 
forward to, seeing that it means the destruction of 
a home, may prove, like the painter's, a better 
thing than living even for those who love us best. 
But it is not to every one that it is given to die 
at the right moment, as Mr. Sandford had the 
happiness to do. 
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CHAPTER I. 

It waa a September night, rather chilly and dreary, 
as the evening often becomes at that season, even 
when the day has been beautiful. There waa a 
little cold wailing wind about, lilie the ghost of an 
autumn breeze, which came in puffs ol air, only 
strong enough to dislodge a fluttering yellow leaf 
or two, and aometimes with a few drops of rain 
upon it, which it dashed in your face with an eifiah 
moan — not a night to walk in the garden for plea- 
sure. It waa, however, a custom with Mr. Dalyell 
to smote his cigar out-of-doors after dinner in 
all weathers, and Fred, who waa hia eldest son, 
was proud to be his lather's companion and ehare 
this indulgence— too proud to make any opposition 
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to the chill of the night or the occaBional dash of 
rain. All that waa visible from the windows of the 
Yalton drawing-room, across which now and then 
a white figure would flutter, with a glance out 
were the red fire-tips of the two cigars, moving 
now quickly, now slowly, stopping altogether for a 
moment, going on with renewed rapidity — which 
was papa's way. 

You could not see a prettier old house than 
Yalton in all the eastern shires. It had the 
mixture of French with native Scotch architecture 
which distinguishes a period in history. There 
were turrets, which the profane called pepper-l>oxes, 
at the corners, and lines of many windows in tlie 
commodious, comfortable eorpa de lops, now shining 
through the night with cheerful lights. Two 
terraces stood between the altitude of the house 
and the walk in which the father and son were, 
with lines of stone balustrades all overgrown by 
creeping plants and adorned with great vases in 
which the garish flowers of autumn were still fully 
blooming, though they were unseen in the dark- 
ness. On the lower level was the little temple of a 
fountain, which was reduced to a small and broken 
jet by age and negligence. The scent of the 
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mignonette in tbe hcrrdesis, the faint dripping of 
the water in the fountain, commnnicated to Qie 
atmosphere a litUe half - artifidal speciality of 
character, like tbe terraces and great vases, not 
altogether natoral to the locality, yet not oncon- 
genial in its quaint double nationality. The two 
dark figures walking np and down, made visible 
by those red points, were yet ondistinguisbable, 
save by the foct that one was slim and slight, a 
boyish figure, and the other romid and solid in the 
complete development of the man. The Ud bad 
been unfolding to his father the many novelties 
and wonders of his first year at the University, 
with that deli^tfnl force of conviction that such 
pleasant and wonderful experiences bad never 
happened to anybody before which is the perennial 
belief of the yoong : niiile tbe father listened with 
that half -amnsed, half-pensive sympathy, made up 
of recollections fond and familiar, and tbe ImK 
provoked, half-pleased sensation of amasseouMll 
finding tiiiose experiences re-embodied in tba pw 
of his son, which is babitoal to tiie cid, 
indeed, to say old is merely to eq^ess a eoiBfii 
quality, for Hn Dalyell of Yalton was a 
fifty, in the fall force and vigour of hU, 
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'^Aliy yes/' he said, ^^Fred, ifs fine times for 
yon now, my boy. Bat you most remember that 
Ufe is not made up of bumps and bomp-suppers, 
and that there are worse things than a proctor 
waiting for you, perhaps, round the next corner. 
I don't want you not to play — but you must learn 
to work a little, too." 

"AU right, father," said Fred; "I'll puU 
through. I sha'n't disgrace the old house." 

"No," said Mr. Dalyell. " I don't suppose you 
will: but you might perhaps go a little farther 
than that." 

" I didn't think," said Fred, surprised, " that 
you intended me to do more than a good pass. I 
neirer supposed there was — any need for hard 
lork." 

' '^Keed? I never said there was need: but it 
does a young fellow good to be thought to work: 
even if it does no more it does that. It's well for 
you to be thought to work, Fred." 

"If that's all," said the young man, "I don't 
fancy I want to get a reputation iu that way." 

" Then you're a silly boy," said his father. "It's 
a capital thing to have a good reputation. You 
■' ^ ow what it might do for you." 
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"Well," Baid the lad, with a langh, "I don't 
fancy that mattera bo mach, so long as yon do 
everything for me, father." 

"That's just the point, Fred. That's what I 
wanted to show you, I sha'n't always be here to 
do everything for yon." 

"Why," said Fred, "you're almost as young as 
I am ! " 

" I'm not particularly old : hut no man's life is 
secure, however young he may be ; it's not to be 
lippened to, as old Janet says. Ton ought to con- 
template what your position would be if I were 
taken away. Think what happens to many a 
young fellow, Fred, whose father dies — perhaps 
just when he is where yon are : and he has to stop 
all his pleasant ways and turn to, perhaps to work 
for his mother and the rest, perhaps only to look 
after them and take care of them — but at all 
events to be the head of the family instead of e 
careless boy." Mr. Dalyell had stopped in bis I 
walk to enforce what he said, which was a way he I 
had. "I've known a boy of your age," he t 
that bad to give up everything, and go into an|| 
office, and work like a slave : instead of yoni' I 
bump-suppers, Fred." 
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" I've heard of such a thmg myself," said Fred ; 
" though you don't think much of my experience, 
father. It happened to Surtees of New, a fellow a 
little senior to me. It was awfully hard upon him. 
He would have been in the ' eight ' if he had 
stayed another year. What he felt most was 
leaving the 'Varsity without getting his blue. 
But," added the lad, '' if it matters about what 
people think, as you were saying, he was thought 
no end of for it. He went abroad, I think, to look 
after some business there." 

" And dropped, I suppose, never to be heard of 
more — among his old chums at least ? " 

"It was awfully hard upon him," said Fred, 
regretfully. 

"Well," said Mr. Dalyell, "that's what may 
happen to any one of you whose fathers are in 
business. You ought to remember that such a 
contingency is always on the cards." 

" Why, father ! " cried Fred. The boy was 

unwilling to make any application, to seem to 
think that there could be anything in their own 
circumstances to suggest this conversation : but he 
threw an involuntary glance at the house behind 
1" ' <\1 its cheerful lights, and at the dark 



ME. BOBEBT DALYBLL. 



157 



cIoudB of trees all rottnd in the distaDce, which 
marked the great extent of the park and woods of 
Talton. He did not add a word, and indeed the 
whole movement was involuntary — a sort of appeal 
from the lugubriouB remarks on one side to all 
these miending signs of wealth on the other. 

"Ton mean to say there's Yalton ; and though 
I'm in buaine.'js, I'm not all in butiiness," said Mr. 
Dalyell with a laugh. "I was not speaking of 
ourselves, my boy ; but of the vicissitudes of hfe. 
I hope there will be Dalyells of Yalton as long as 
Edinburgh Castle stands upon a rock ; and one 
can't say more than that. Still, there are wonder- 
ful changes in life, and I'd like to think — if you 
force me to an application — that you were up to 
anything that might happen. You'd have to take 
the command, you know, Fred," he added after a 
moment, knocking the ash off his cigar against the 
balustrade of the terrace, with another curious 
laugh. "Your dear mother has never been used ' 
to anything but to be taken care of. You had 
better not bother her by asking advice from her 
if you should ever be in that position." 

" I wish you would not say such dreadfi 
things," said Fred petulantly. " 'Why should ^ 
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talk of what I hope to heaven will never happen ? 
-^you make me quite uncomfortable, papa." 

'*Well, my dear boy," said Mr. Dalyell, "that's 
the penalty, don't you know, of being grown up — 
like shaving, and other disadvantages. Tou rather 
like the shaving — ^which implies an imaginary 
beard: but you don't like to hear of the much 
more important responsibilities." 

" Shaving's inevitable," said Fred, giving a little 
furtive twirl to an almost imaginary moustache. 

"Oh, is it?" said his father, with a more 
cheerful laugh. " Not for years yet ; don't flatter 
yourself. When do you start for your ball to- 
morrow? It's fine to be an eligible young man, 
and sought after for all the dances. That's a 
mt consequence of being a 'Varsity man, and 
A Yalton, eh ? '* 
WTell, father," said Fred, " seeing I've known 

> Scrymgeours all my life, we needn't put it on 
aat ground. Whatever I was — ^if I was heir to 
nothing — ^it would be the same to them." 

"Let's hope so," said Mr. Dalyell, and he 
breathed a sigh, which somehow got mingled with 
thp 1i^.l*% wail of the wind, and echoed into Fred's 

Ik poignant suggestion. There wf^s no 
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reason to fear anytbing, and he was angry with 
himself. It was childiah and saperetitious to 
shiver as he did, as if the cold had caaght him. 
There was no occasion in the world for anything 
of the sort. He was not a fellow to catch cold, he 
said to himself indignantly, nor to have presenti- 
ments, hoth of which things were equally absurd. 
There was nothing but prosperity and peace known 
in Yalton, and bis father had the constitution of an 
elephant. Bat the night was eerie, the horizon 
had* a sort of weird clearness npon it in the far 
distance, like a light showing through the openings 
of the clouds. Tlie trees stood up black in billows 
of half-dietinguisbable shade, and the hills beyond 
them marked out their outlines wistfully against 
the clearness in the west. It was cold, and the air 
breathed of coming winter. A leaf drifting on the 
wind caught him on the cheek like a soft blow. 
Altogether the night was eerie, wild, fall of possi- 
bilities. There was no ghost at Yalton ; but 
sometimes old Janet said there was a sound in the J 
avenue that meant trouble, like a horseman riding I 
up to the house who never arrived. Fred involuD 
tarily listened, as if he might have heard ti 
horseman, which was as good as inviting troi 
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but he did not think of that. However, there was 
no sound, nor ghost of a sound, except what 
was purely natural — the wild bitter wind wailing, 
driving a few leaves about, and bending, with a 
soft swish of the dark unseen foliage, the light 
branches of the trees. 

"Come, let's go in, Fred; I've finished my 
cigar," said Mr. Dalyell; and then, as though 
a brain wave, as scientific people say, had passed 
from one to another — Fred's unspoken thought of 
old Janet suggested her to his father's mind. They 
were going up one of the sets of stone steps which 
led from one terrace to the other, when Mr. Dalyell 
suddenly put his hand on his son's arm : 

"You'll laugh," he said, but not himself in 

ghing tone, " at what I'm going to say. But 

>u should be in any difficulty what to do in 

^ of my absence, or — or anything of that sort 
—do you know, Fred, whom I'd advise you to 
consult? The last person you would think of, 
probably, by yourself — old Janet! You know she's 
been about Yalton all her life. There's nothing 
she wouldn't do for any of us — and she's an 
extraordinarily sensible old woman, full of resource, 
'lead on her shoulders -" 
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" I'm not fond of old Janet," said Fred etardily. 

" No, none of you are. Tour mother never eoald 
be got to like her. It's a prejudice. She's been 
invaluable to me." 

" If it's all the same to you, father," said Fred 
stiffly, " I'd rather not turn to an old wife for 
advice, an old nurse. What can she know? Of 
course your good opinion goes a very long way " 

"For or against? I'm afraid, so far as your 
mother is concerned, it is rather against. How- 
ever, we need say no more aboat it. But, 
remember ! as King Charles said." 

They had paused on the landing between two 
flights of stairs. A great trail of yellow nastur- 
tium, dropping from the vase at the comer, showed 
even in the dark a ghost of colour, and thrust 
its pungent odour into Fred's nostril. The faint 
billows of the trees stretched out dark and darker 
over the landscape below, and the cold clear li( 
in the sky seemed to look on like a spectator wl 
knows far more than the actors what is and 
going to be. Fred once more gave a little shiva 
and elevated his shoulders to his ears. 

"You'd better go and take some camphoTi 
You've eaught cold," bis father said. 
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The drawing-room of Talton was on the first 
floor, unlike the generality of country houses, 
which gave it a great advantage in respect to the 
landscape. On the ground floor a great deal of 
space was taken up with the hall, which opened 
into a large portico, and was scarcely light enough 
to be made much use of, in a climate where there 
is seldom too much sun. It happened, fortunately, 
that Mrs. Dalyell, who was a nervous and some- 
what fantastic woman, was fond of a great deal 
of light, so that the large windows, which made 
the turreted Scotch house like a wing of the 
Louvre, were not displeasing to her. The curtains 
were but partially drawn over the central windows 
even now, so that it was possible to turn at any 
moment from the light and warmth of the inte- 
rior to the wide landscape out-of-doors, with its 
wUd breadth of sky and wailing winda. But within 
it was exceedingly bright with a number of lamps 

and candles and that pleasant blaze of a fire which 
it is an agreeable tradition in Scotch country 
houses to keep up in the evening, whether it is 
wanted or not. In September it is generally 
wanted ; but it cannot be said there was any 
necessity for it on this particular night. The 
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company in the drawing-room consisted of Mrs. 
Dalyell, her two daughters, and a gentleman of 
middle age and manners very ingratiating and 
friendly, if a little formal — ^Mr. Patrick Wedder- 
bnm, than whom no man was more respected in 
Edinburgh, a W.S. of the first eminence, learned 
in the law, and a favourite everywhere. He be- 
longed, it need scarcely be said, to a good Scotch 
family, and was any man's equal in Scotland, 
though he acted as a '' man of business " to many 
of his friends. He was one of the dearest friends 
of Bobert Dalyell of Yalton, and was a more 
constant visitor than any other of the many 
familiar associates who called the laird of Yalton 
''Bob," and knew him and his affairs to the 
finger-points. Pat Wedderbum, as the visitor 
was commonly called, was an old bachelor, and 
therefore had no family to call him to a fireside 
centre of his own. He was as much in Talton 
as he was in his own handsome but dull house 
in Ainslie Place, where, except when he had a 
dinner-party, the rooms were so silent, the solitude 
so serious. Neither the girls nor their mother 
made "company" of Mr. Wedderbum. He was 
seated in a deep chair, reading the papers while 
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they talked, as if he were an uncle at the least, 
and he did not hesitate to interrupt their con- 
versation now and then by reading out a bit of 
news or making a remark. He did not hesitate 
to correct Susie, who sometimes ventured upon 
a big word with which she was not familiar, and 
used it wrongly, or to tell Alice that she was a 
fidget, and could not keep still for five minutes ; 
and as this was done from behind the newspaper, 
in the most accidental manner, it deepened still 
more the impression that nowhere could Mr. 
Wedderbum have been more perfectly at home. 
The papers, it may be added — that is to say, the 
London papers— arrived in Edinburgh in the even- 
ing. The conversation which was going on when 
Mr. Dalyell came into the drawing-room was, how- 
ever, confined to the young people, and was chiefly 
on the subject of the Scrymgeour ball, to which 
Fred was going next day. 

"I think they might have asked me," said 
Susie in an aggrieved tone. "I am just the 
same age as Lucy Scrymgeour. It isn't my 
fault mother, that you've never taken me out 
^^t. I am seventeen and past, as everybody 

LOWS." 
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" No, it's not your fault. I am sure you have 
badgered me enough about it," said Mrs, Dalyell; 
" but thongh you think you can do anything you 
like with me, I have my opinions about some 
things. And one of them is that a girl should 
not go out too soon. People are quite capable 
of saying, ten or twenty years hence, ' Oh, Susie 
Dalyell, I can tell you her age to a day! She 
came out in Buch a. year, Emd ahe must have been 
nineteen at the least.' That is exactly how 
people talk." 

" And if they did," cries Susie, " what would 
it matter? Farmer thinks I look quite eighteen 
when I have my hair nicely dressed." 

"That is all very well now, my dear; but wait 
till you are thirty or thirty -five. You would like to 
put on a year or two now, hut you will hke to take I 
them off at the other end." 

" Let's hope," said Mr, Wedderbum from be 
hind his paper, " that she'll not he Susie Dalye 
then." 

"What difference will that make?" said Sua 
scornfully. " If I were forty I ehould never mal 
a mystery about it. What is the use ol ti'ying 
hide it, if you do have one foot in the grave ? " 
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" Mother's forty — or more," said Alice, " and 
nobody would say she had one foot in the grave." 

'^Oh, what does it matter/' cried Susie again, 
'' at that time of life, when you are medeval and 
antediluvious ? It is now that one minds." 

''Susie, don't call mamma such dreadful names." 

"Mediaeval and antediluvian, Susie" — ^from 
behind the paper, in an undertone. 

"I suppose," said Mrs. Dalyell tartly, "that 
Mr. Wedderburn thinks that quite appropriate. 
Gentlemen always think a girl's impertinence is 
amusing when it's directed against her mother; 
but you ought to kno\Y better, Susie, than to hold 
me up to ridicule. I am sure, whatever else I may 
be, I have been a careful mother to you." 

" Oh, mamma ! As if I meant anything like 
that," cried Susie petulantly, flinging herself upon 
her mother. ** I only mean you don't care now. 
It's nothing to you to think of Lucy dancing all 
night in billows of tulle, like the girls in the novels, 
and me going to bed at ten o'clock. They will only 
just have begun then. And to think they should 
have asked Fred! and me Lucy's greatest friend 
and contemporaneous, and friends with Davie all 

^ life — and that they never thought of asking 
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me — never even tried ! Perhaps if they bad aeked 
me — and it's eueh an opportunity and sneh old 
friends — you would have let me go," 

"I'll you what, Snaie," said Fred, who had just 
come in ; "I'll ride over to-morrow morning first 
thing and ask them to ask you. I dare say they 
will for my sake." 

Susie looked at him for a moment with a flush 
of hope, and then her face clouded. " For your 
sake ! " she said, with a sister's frank contempt. 
"If it's only for your sake, I'll stay at home. T 
am not a nobody like that. I'm Lucy Serymgeour'a 
oldest friend. If she doesn't of her own aeeount- 
and Davie too," cried the girl with an access 
of indignation — "it's more than any one can; 
bear ! " 

"I would never speak to one of them again," 
said Alice, " if it was me," 

"And what good would that do?" cried Susie, 
with the tear still in her eye, turning upon her 
sister. "Lose the ball and a friend too! I 
suppose they had some reason. Perhaps there 
were too many girls already — else why should they 

ask Fred? Or, perhaps Yes, I'll speak to 

Lucy again, tlie first time I see her ; but I shall 
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be very dignified, and pretend that I didn't care 
a bit." 

" Bat ;on conldn't if yoa triad ; dignified, vay 
dear — that would be rather difficult." 

" Ib there anything in the paper, Pat ? " Baid 
Mr. Dalyell. 

" Not much. But it'e ill talking between a full 
man and a fasting. IVe seen wliat there is, and 
yon'Te not. Here's the Timeg, Monro's in for 
that place in the North." 

" Bless my soul ! and you call that nothing ? 
Another firebrand, and as good as two lost in our 
majority. That's bad, Pat; that's bad." 

"I never think anything of a bye-election, 

I They're all in the nature of accidents. There's a 

;ood speech of Gladstone's at one of the Lancaster 

owns, and John Bright flaming on the aide of 

I peace Uke a house on fire." 

I "And he says there's nothing in the paper!" 

said Mr. Dalyell, as he dropped into an easy-chair 

in his turn with the great broad-sheet of the Times 

in his hand. 

"When gentlemen begin talking politics," said 
Mrs. Dalyell, "I always think it is time for the 
'o retire. But you have begun early to-night. 
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Are you going into town at your usual hour 
to-morrow, Eobert? I hope you'll be home early, 
for, with Fred away, there will be no man but only 
the servants in the houae." 

" And what the worae will you be lOr that, 
Amelia ? . There are plenty to protect you, I hope, 
if I were never to be seen again." 

"Robert! that's not a thing to joke about. I 
never feel safe, you know, in this big, rambling old 
house when you're not here — if it was only the 
rate " 

"What could the rats do to you, mother ? " 

"Hold your peace, Fred!" said Mrs. Dalyell. 
" I sometimes think of Bishop Hatto in that poem 
you used all to be so fond of — and those in the 
Pied Piper. If you just heard some of old Janet 
Macalister's stories, they would make your hair 
stand on end." 

"You'll be back in time, Bob, not to keep her 
uneasy," said Mr. Wedderbum behind the Standard, 
which he had just taken up, to his friend behind 
the Times. 

Dalyell answered careleesly, "Yes, yes. "Why 
shouldn't I be back in time ? " Then, with 
to his wife, "You should never mind old Janet. 
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dare say you were interfering with some hiding- 
holes of hers that she did not want disturbed. 
She's a kind of familiar spirit of the house, that 
old woman. She knows it better than any of us ; 
and there's all sorts of uncanny corners about this 
house. It would be to keep you out of the secret 
chamber that she told you daft stories about the 
rats." 

** I don't believe in any nonsense about secret 
chambers," said Mrs. Dalyell. "That's all very 
well in Glamis, and such places : but Talton's not 
good enough for that." 

"Yalton's good enough for anything, mamma," 
ied Susie, indignant. I heard the horseman in 

9 avenue a week ago, as clear as " 

"What's that you're saying, Susie?" said Mr. 
Dalyell sharply. 

**0h!" said the girl tremulously, "I mean the 
rain pattering in that place, you know." 

** Susie is always hearing some nonsense," said 
her mother. ** Gather up your work and things, 
children, for it is time you were going to your 
beds." 



CHAPTER n. 

Mb, Wbddebborn went into Edinburgh by the early 
train, the train which conveyed all the gentlemen 
who were business men. But Mr. Ealyell, who was 
not exactly a man in business, went in later. He had 
a great iV.i[\\ to do with that busy world, but he was 
not actually in hftrness with an office which claimed 
his daily attention. He was a director of a railway 
company, and he had something to do with a great 
insurance office, and there were other more specu- 
lative concerns in which he was boiioved to have an 
interest : and there were few days in the week 
in which he (hd not go "in," ae everybody said, 
to Edinburgh ; but still it was not a matter of 
necessity. He was up earlier than his wont that I 
moming^ — for Yalton was not an early house in I 
general — and "pottered about," as his wife said 1 
fretfully, from his dressing-room to the library 
and from the library back to his dressing-r 
disturbing her morning's rest. He seemed to have ] 
a quantity of little things to do. Even after th 
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breakfast bell had rang he ran twice into the 
library for something which he said he had for- 
gotten. " You aeem to have as many things to 
remember as if yoii were the Prime Minister," 
said Mrs. Dalyell, who had already poured out his 
coffee, and who was more annoyed when he left 
his breakfast to get cold than by any other of his 
peccadilloes. "Robert.'" she cried from the door 
in a tone of exasperation, " there will be nothing 
fit to eatl " "I am coming, 1 am coming 1 " he 
cried. The curious thing was that he did not mind 
if hia bacon was cold: hnt his wife minded for 
him and fumed and fretted. "What is the use 
of trying to get anything comfortable for your 
father?" she would say complainingly, "Well, 
mother, I like my kidneys hot," said Fred ; " so 
they're not thrown away at least." Mrs. Dalyell 
looked at her eon as if his tastes were a matter 
of mnch iiidiffereDce, but softened when she met 
the lad's good-humoured bine eyes. He was not 
remarkable in appearance, but like dozens of other 
Scotch lads all about — light-brown hair, curling 
BO strongly that it was difGooIt sometimeB to comb 
it oat ; nice eyes, with a smile in them ; tolerable 
the nose turned up a little ; not a giant 
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by any means, but well developed, well Bet up — a 
natural, pleasant boy of twenty, not without his 
failings, and perhaps a little careless, a little 
superhcial, having had no occasion aa yet to 
fathom any of the depths of life. He nodded 
at her over the dish of kidneys with a smile 
which was contagions, Mrs, Dalyell was by no 
means a light-hearted person. She was easily put 
out. She did not lite anybody to have a different 
way of thinking from her own on the pointe that 
interested her. To let your tea stand till it was 
cold was an offence to Mrs. Dalyell. As for more 
serious matters she did not much interfere with 
them. That was the gentlemen's part of the 
basinesB. To have breakfast in good condition 
and attend to the comfort of the house \ 
which perhaps is a view of the question which will 
commend itself to many. In return for this she 
expected to have a great deal of the trouble of life j 
taken off her shoulders. She declared constantly * 
that she knew nothing of business. Sho preferred 
to get her money jnst when she wanted it, instau 
of having a bankhig account of her own, aa mo 
ladies like to have nowadays, or a settled allowan 
In short, Mrs. Dalyell was a woman whose t 
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existence neceBsitated a huBband behind her to do 
the rough work aud see to the Bupplies. Within 
these Umita thi've could not be a better miatreBB of 
a household. And alie was exceedingly annoyed 
when her husband allowed hia breakfast to get 
cold. It was a trick of Lib, of wbicli it waa her 
constant effort to mend him ; hut he was aetdom 
80 bad aa this day. 

" Go and tell your father," she said at last, 
" that it is almost time for the train. And to let 
him go without his brealifast ie what I will not do. 
So just tell him, once for all, if he doea not come 
at once he miiBt jaet give up all thoughts of going 
in to Edinburgh to-day." 

"Here I am — here I am, Amelia," said Mr. 
Dalyell, running in and taking his seat at table. 
"What have you got there, Fred? Kidneys 1 — 
and this is bacon," 

"All just aa cold as chucky-stones," said tha 
lady of the house solemnly. 

"You know I don't mind, my dear. I'll have a 
Uttie of that kidney — and a cup of coffee with 
plenty of milk. How often am I to tell you yoa 
should never mind me ? " 

" JoBt as often as I tell you I n ill mind yoa, 
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Robert. Who should be mmded if it's not the | 
master of the house ? " 

He cast upon her a look — which Fred, who had 4 
nearly but not quite forgotten the converBation ot | 
laat night, caught and wondered at with a vague | 
sense of pain, though his motlier did not remark 
it. There was a great deal of affection and ten- 
derness in the glance; hut something else that 
puzzled him. There was trouble in it — -but what 
trouble could there be in his father's eyes looking 
at his mother ? Thei:e was something in it which 
made him say quite inconaequently, looking up 
from his plateful of devilled kidney, "You're not 
going away anywhere, are you, father ? " 

Then his father's eyes fixed on himself with a I 
startled glance: "Away?" he said. "WhereJ 
m should I be going ? and what's put that into yoo] 
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Pred replied with the familiar subterfuge i 
youth: "Oh, nothing! " But his mind was i 

for that was no answer. And that 
passed through his thoughts a vague idea that £ 
later in the day, there came a telegram saying thfl 
Mr. Dalyell had been obliged to go to Loudon \ 
business, he would nut be surprised. 




" Wherft indeed ! " eaid Mrs. Dalyell. " It's not 
the time for busineBs, which is a comfort : for yon 
can't be running up to London at a moment's 
notice, as ;ou did in the Bpring. Tou wonld find 
nobody there." 

" Tliat is jnst it," said Mr. Dalyell. And shex 
he had made this onqueBtioned observation, he 
added, "I shall perhaps run down to Portobello 
and get a swim. Nothing puts a man right like 
the sea. I'll just take a plunge and be back by 
the four o'clock train." 

"I hope you'll have somebody with you ; and 
don't you be too venturesome with yonr plunging 
and your swimming." 

" Too venturesome on Portobello sands ! I'll 
get Pat Wedderbum to come and look after me," 
said Mr. Dalyell with a laugh. He laughed with 
his hps, but his eyes were quite grave — which was 
all the more remarkable since he had laughing 
eyes, with humorous puckers all about tbem, ex- 
ceedingly ready to light up at such a joke as that 
of being taken care of by Fat Wedderbum. He had 
still half-a-dozen things which kept him running 
out and in before he was ready to start, which 
was his way, bat always a source of exasperation 
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to his orderly wife. Finally, when there was 
hardly time to catch the train, he dashed upstairs 
three steps at a time, explaining that he had 
forgotten something. Mrs. Dalyell stood wi'inging 
her hands at the open door. 

"I wish you had ordered the dog-eart, Fred. 
He'll never eateh the train. You should remember 
your father's ways, and that this is always what 
happens: and then he'll just By and get out of 
breath and over-heated — the very worst things 
for him. Dear, dear me ! I might have had 
more sense. I might have ordered the dog-cart 
myself, there's only ten minutes " 

" If he does lose the train I suppose it won't 
matter bo much," said easy-minded Fred, 

" Not if he would think so," replied the mother, 
"nothing at all — but when he sets his mind on 
a thing, possible or impossible, he will carry it 
out. RoBEBT ! " she cried, in capitals, going to 
the bottom of the stairs. 

" I'm coming, I'm coming ! " he shouted. Hin 1 
voice came not from the direction of hia room | 
but from the west passage, where he had nothii 
to do, a fact which awoke a vague surprise 
Mrs. Dalyell'a mind. He came downstairs " 
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a tempesV' she said afterwards, making as much 
noise, and caught her in his arms, to her great 
astonishment. * * Good-bye, my dearest, good-bye ! ' ' 
he cried, giving her a loving kiss ('' before the 
bairns, and that man Foggo looking on ! *'). " Keep 
well and don't distress yourself about me/* He 
was gone almost before she could ask him why 
she should distress herself about him, flying down 
the road with Fred after him, which, indeed, was 
his usual way of catching a train. She stood at 
the door looking after him, and though he was 
in such a hurry and not a moment to lose, what 
did Bobert do but turn round and take off his 
bat and wave his hand to her ! Such nonsense ! 
1 he were going away for years. She made 
n of impatience, hurrying him on. "Do 
think they will do it this time, Foggo ? ** she 
id to the butler, who was also looking after 
tthem. Foggo had been standing ready to help 
his master on with his coat. But Mr. Dalyell 
had time only to snatch it and throw it over his 
shoulder, partly because of that unnecessary 
embrace which had so confused his wife under 
the servant's eyes. 

Vam,'* said Foggo, ''they'll do it; 
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the maister'B aye just on the edge — but he's never 

missed her yet " 

Mr, Dalyell, when he rushed upstairs, had not 
gone to hia dressing-room as he proposed to do. 
He had darted down the west passage, a long 
vacant corridor with a few doors of unused bed- 
rooms on one side. He went down to the end 
room of all, and opened the door. An old woman 
in a tremendous mutch and tartan shawl came 
forward to meet him. " I have come to say 
good-bye, Janet, my woman," he said, grasping 
her hand. " And you'll remember what you've 



"That I will, my bonnie man: if you're sure 
you must do it. As long as I live— but then I, 
may be, have not very long to live." 

" We'll have to trust for that," he said, holding 
both her hands. 

" Could you no trust for other things ? I've 
preachit to ye till I'm weariet, maister Robert ! 
Nobody trusted yet and was disappointed." 

"We've gone over all that," he said. "No, no, 
there's no other way. We can't ask the Lord for 
money, Janet." 

"What for no? And now I can scarce aay 
» 2 
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Ood's blessing on ye — ^for how can I ask His 

blessing when it's for a 7 " 

** No more, Janet, no more. Good-bye ! " 

** Oh, maister Bobert, bide a moment. Do you 

mind the Psahn : 

'If in your heart ye sin regard 
The Lord you will not hear?' 

Think of that! How can I bid Him bless ye, 

when ^? " 

** Good-bye, my dear old woman, good-bye ! " 
And it was at this moment that Mrs. Dalyell's 
voice calling ** Bobert ! '' came small in the distance 
ip the echoing passage. And in another moment 
was gone. 

Mrs. Dalyell went to her kitchen to give her 
ders to the cook as soon as her husband was 
jut of sight. She was an excellent housekeeper, 
and enjoyed this part of her duties far too much 
to depute them to any other, although indeed in 
the tide of prosperity which Mr. Dalyell's business 
had brought to Talton she might have had a 
housekeeper had she pleased, and a much larger 
establishment. But she had thrifty instincts and 
that i^' ' ^^ business which old-fashioned ladies 
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need to have, with an inward conviction that it 
always collapsed at one time or another, and that 
the estate was the Bheet-anchor : which had pre- 
vented her ever from laanehiiig out into expenBe. 
She dismissed the thoughts of Bobert's antisiial 
embrace — for domestic endearments are sedulously 
kept in the background in Scotch houses of the 
old-fashioned type — and of any little peculiarity 
there might have been about him this morning 
more than other mornings — from her mind : which 
it required no effort to do, for she was not given 
to investigations below the anrtace, or reading 
between the lines, and a parting kisa (though 
absurd) was a parting kiss to Mrs. Balyell, and 
it was nothing more. She took pains to order her 
hnsband a very good dinner, with due considera- 
tion of his special likings, which perhaps was as 
good a thing as she could have done. Then after 
luncheon there was Fred to send off in good time, J 
80 that he might not put out any of the Scrym- 1 
geoors' arrangements by arriving too late. He 
had a seven-miles drive, and never would have 
recollected to order the dog-eart in time if hi 
mother had not taken that duty upon herself; i 
she likewise cast a glance at his other arrai 
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ments to make sure that his white ties were in 
good condition and his pumps as they ought to 
be — ^precautions quite unnecessary and rather 
distasteful to the young man in his new conviction, 
acquired at Oxford, that he knew better than 
any one what was essential to a perfect turn-out, 
either for horse or man. Susie, who was liberated 
from lessons after luncheon, spent her time in 
preparing messages for Lucy Scrymgeour which 
were intended to disturb and plant thorns in that 
young person's mind. " You can tell her I never 
was so surprised in my life as when it came for 
you and not for me : for you never were such 

ends with them as me. But you're only asked 
a man. They must be badly off for men; 

ongh when one thinks of all the officers in the 
jarrison— and Davie such friends with aU of 
them! I don't think you have got any amatory 
instincts, Fred — for you've no friends but Oxford 
men; and what good would they be to us if we 
had a ball ? But you can tell Davie ^om me " 

"Has Davie amatory instincts?" cried Fred. 
** The little beast — I'll take him no messages from 
you." 

I earth is the child talking of ? " said 
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Mrs. Dalyell. " Where did 8he hear such a word ? < 
Amatory! " 

"It means friendehip," cried Susie, with a 
bui-ning blush. " I know — I know it does ! I 
mean Davie haa such lots of friends— and Fred 
has none ; or at least none that would be of any 
use if we were to have a ball." 

" But we are not going to have a ball," said the 
mother; " it is a great deal too much trouble. Aak i 
the Scrymgeours what they think a week hence. 
The whole house will be turned upside down, and 
the servants put out of the way, and everybody 
made wretched. No, Susie, there will be no ball." 

" Then am I never to come out at all ? " said 
Snsie in a voice from which consternation had 
driven all the hghler tones. This was too solemn 
a thought to be expressed except with the gravity 
of fata. 

"Ton should present her, mother," said Frot 
" that's the right thing for a girl." 

"Oh, my dear," said Mrs. Dalyell, "that's i 
great trouble too ! The gowns alone would coe 
about a hundred pounds ; and your father, 
know, never stays a day longer in London than i 
can help — and what would Susie and me dO| t 
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V'Oiiien by onrselves in that great big place? 
Eesides, to make it worth the while we would need 
to know a number of people and get invitations. 
I've often heard o! country people, very well 
thought of in their own place, that have joBt 
been humiliated to the very dust in London, with 
nobody to ask them out, or to call on them or 
anything. She'll have to be content with some- 
thing nearer home." 

" That is all because things are so conventionary 
and nothing natural," said Suaie; "that is what 
they say in all the books. But if papa would go up 
with us in his Deputy Lieutenant's uniform, and 
knowing such quantities and quantities of people — 
and perhaps if you were to tell Mrs. Wauchope 
she might speak to the Duchess, and the Duchess 
would say just a httle word to one of the Princesses 
— and then perhaps the Queen " 

"Are you out of your senses, Susie? What do 
you expect that the Queen would do ? " 

" Well ! they might say we belonged to D'yell ol 
Yalton that saved the life of James the Fourth, 
who is the Queen's great, great, great (I don't 
know how many greats) grandfather. And if she 
was passing this way, you know, mamma, my father 
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would have to come out and offer her a, drink ol 



And it is a real old rule for 
b fendaciouB tenor, or Bome- 



milk upon his knees. 
thousands of years, 
thing of that kind " 

" Where did yon find all that, Susie ? Is it true, 
mother? Do we hold Yalton like that?" cried 
Fred in great delight. " I never knew we were 
sDch distinguished people before." 

" I don't see any distinction about it," said Mrs. 
Dalyell : " I never paid much attention to such 
old storieB. Oh, if you believe all the Dalyell 

atoties Ey the way, Susie, I wish you to 

pronounce the name as I do— as everybody is 
doing now. ' Dyell ' is so common — it is what 
the ploughmen say." 

"It is the right old antiquous way," said SuBie_ 
with energy, " and I like it far the best. I heani 
about the horseman too — what it means," 
added in a low tone. "Papa will never let 
speak, but I could tell you such things, F 

if " And here the little girl made va 

telegraphic signs, meaning that enlighten 
might be afforded if they were alone tog 
with the mother well out of the way. 
however, were frustrated unooop 
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by Mrs. Dalyell, who gaye her dao^ter somethmg 
to do in the way of replying to notes, which 
kept Soaie busy nntQ it was time for Fred to 
depart. 

Bat yet there was a little time for talk when the 
girls went with him round to the stables to remind 
the groom that he most not be late. 

''Where did yoo hear about that feudal busi- 
ness, Susie?" said Fred. "Did you get it out of 
a book?'' 

** I got it out of something much funnier. I got 
it out of old Janet. Tou should just hear her; 
she knows more about us — oh! so much more — 
than we know about ourselves. She told me 

r>ut " 

Old Janet ! " said Fred. He had forgotten his 

jier's grave talk and all that had passed on the 

^rrace, and it was not till he had thought it over 

for a minute or two that it slowly came back to 

him what association that was which was linked 

with the name of old Janet. Not that he had not 

perfect acquaintance with her, as a matter of fact. 

She had been Mr. Dalyell's nurse, and had always 

possessed a room of her own at Yalton, where she 

m a curious isolation and independence — 
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respected, and, perhaps, a little feared by the hoase- 
hold in general. Fred endeavoured to remember 
what it was as Sasie'e voice ran on, and then 
it suddenly burst upon him. It was to her hie ( 
father had advised him to go if he wanted help, 
in the supposed contingency of hia own removal — 
old Janet, of all people in the world ! The recol- 
lection made Fred indignant, yet gave him a sort ' 
of shiver of alarmed presentiment as well. Gould 
his father have meant anything more than a mere , 
passing fancy ? Yet surely he must have meant 
something. And under what possible cireum- 
stances could he, Fred, a University-man, and . 
acquainted with the world, require to take comisel i 
with old Janet? It gave him the strangest thrill , 
to his very finger-points. It must mean something 
different from what it seemed to mean. His father 
would never have given him such a recommenda- 
tion without a reason. Fred thought with 
sensation of horror of the family secrets which? 
such an old woman might possess. She might! 
know something that would ruin them all — there J 
might be something hanging over them, Bomethingj 
which she had to break to him, Fred flung this 
fancy out of his mind as if it had been a stone thi 



188 THE WAYS OP LIFE. 

some one had thrown into it, and came back to 
what Susie was saying. Indifferent to the fact 
that he was not listening, Susie was recotmting the 
story of the family warning. 

** * And since that time there has always been 
a sound in the avenue as if some horseman 
was coming, heavy dunts on the road, and the 
tinkle of the bridle/ she says. Always when 
there is trouble coming. I am sure it most be 
very fatiguing for a ghost, and monotonious — 
oh! just beyond description— to ride that Uttle 
bit of road and never come near the house, and 
all just to frighten a person. I would dash 
into the hall and shake my bridle at them if it 
"wiB me." 

K yon were a ghost, Susie ? " said Alice with a 
sr. ** Oh, how can you think of yourself as a 

"I don't: I'm not diaphanious/' said Susie; 
** but if yon were to be a ghost at all it would be 
better to have something more to do than just 
dunting, dunting, over one bit of road." 

Janet must have been telling you a lot of lies 
•sense," said Fred indignantly ; " Fll have 
» her if she goes on like that." 
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" Or tell papa," said Alice. " He never litea to 1 



hear about the horBeman." 



: teU 



papa, 



said Fred. He eould not ' 



tell what it meant, but he had a Btrange fi 

if it were he himBelf that must do this and shield 

his Bisters from things that might frighten thean — 

as if hia father somehow had not much to do with 

it. But he was greatly Bhocked with himself when 

he became consciouB of this thought. He was , 

so much absorbed, indeed, in the uncomfortable \ 

fancies called up by Janet's name, that Susie's story 

of the King's hunting and danger of his life, and 

how the goodwife of Yalton brought him a bowl 

^ of milk, and how the lands, as much aa they 

H could ride round in a day, according to the most 

H approved romantic fashion, were bestowed upon 

H the D'yells for that service, had little effect uponj 

H her brother. And presently the dog-cart i 

H round to the door, and the sight of Fred seated i| 

H it with his portmanteau diverted Busie's thoug] 

H also and brought back her grievance. She sto 

^1 watching his departure by the side of her mothe^fl 

^1 who had come out as was her wont to sei 

^1 boy o£F. 

^■^^^ "There he goes I" eaid Buflie, "Oh, 
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fossilized hearts boys have! He never thinks of 
me that has to stay at home. Tell Lucy Scrym- 
geour if she thinks I will ask her to our ball she is 
in the greatest mistake, and it will be just as much 
splendider than theirs, as Talton is better than 
Westwood. And tell her mamma is going to take 
me to London to be presented and make my three 
obeysances to the Queen, and when I have done 
that I can go to every place, and all the other 
queens are obliged to ask me. Well, if mamma 
doesn't, it's not my fault ; but you can always tell 
her, Fred: and just say to that ichthyosaurious 
Davie that I'll have all the grand guardsmen 
and equerries to talk to, and I wouldn't look 
at him." 

''But it's not his fault, Susie," said Alice; 
'* and perhaps he'll tell Fred he is very sorry." 

" I don't think he will, for boys have no hearts : 

ney have vegetable things instead, when they are 

not fossilized. If he says he is sorry, Fred, you 

can say I don't mind very much, only I'll never 

speak to them again." 

" I hope you'll have a nice ball, Fred," said 
Mrs. Dalyell. ** Come back as early as you can 

morrow, for there are some people coming to 
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tea. And you may bring over Lucy and David, 
and any other young ones that are staying at 
Westwood. We can give them their tea on the 
terrace, it's not too cold for that ; and I am sure 
Mrs. Scrymgeour will be thankful to any one that 
will take them out of her way." 



CHAPTER m. 

About the time when Fred was starting from Talton 
Mr. Wedderburn, the friend of the family, might 
have been seen in his office in a condition very 
unlike his usual calm. That he was very much 
disturbed about something was evident. His table 
was covered with all those carefully-arranged letters 
and docketed papers which are essential to the pose 
of a man of business ; and by intervals he wrote a 
letter — or, rather, part of a letter — to which he 
added a line whenever he could fix his thoughts to 
it ; but these intervals were scattered through the 
reflections and calculations of several hours, to 
which Mr. Wedderburn returned, from minute to 
minute, laying down his pen and falling back into 
some more absorbing subject of thought. Some- 
times he got up and walked about the room, going 
from one window to the other, and staring out at 
each as if the slight variation of the view could 
afford him some light upon the subject over which 
he puckered his browSf Now and th^n he said to 
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himBelf audibly, " I muet go out to-nigbt." He 
was not a man who indulged in the habit ol 
speaking to himsQlt, nor was there mach in these 
words which could throw light upon the aubject 
of hia thoughta ; bnt it was evidently a sort of 
relief to him to say this as he paced heavily about 
the room and looked out, staring blaiikly, neither 
seeing, nor expecting to see, anything that would 
clear up the trouble on bis face. " I must go out 
to-night." This phrase, however, meant a great 
deal to the sober and reserved Edinburgh lawyer. 

It meant that to the house which he visited so 
often, receiving hospitality, kindness, and a sense 
of almost family well-being, for .which he gave 
hack nolAiing but a steady, undemonstrative friend- 
ship, the moment had now come when he must 
go in another character — in the character, indeed, 
of an anxious brother and helper, but yet as 
announcing an approaching catastrophe and the 
breaking-up of a superstructore of long-established 
prosperity and peace. He had not been convinced 
of the necessity of this till to-day. Whispers, 
indeed, had come to his ears of doubtful specula- 
tions and a position which was beginning to be 
assailed by questions which never Bhould arise 
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as to the poBition of a man in buainesB. Bat he 
had lent a deaf ear to all that was malicious, and 
brushed away all friendly fears. " Bob D'yell's as 
sensible a fellow as ever Btepped. It'll take strong 
evidence to make mo believe tlmt he's been 
playing ducks and drakes with his money." This 
confident speech from a man of Pat Wedderhurn'B 
authority (in Edinburgh, as in fashionable circles, 
the well-known membera of the community are 
generally distinguished by their Christian names) 
had done much to support a credit which waa not 
BO robust aB it hiid been. But this morning Mr. 
Wedderburn had heard very unpkasant things^ 
things which had gone to his heart, and wounded 
both his afTeetiun and hia pride. He had a pride 
in his friend's credit aa in his own. And when he 
thought of the cheerful household and all ita inno- 
cent indulgences, Mr. Wedderburn struck the table 
with his fist in Hie trouble of his heart. To think 
that they might have to leave Yalton, to give op their 
little luxuries, their aocial rank, all the pleasurea of 
their life, affected this old bachelor as probably 
it would not at all affect themselves. He could 
have ahed angry tears ov«r the " putting down " of 
Mre. Dftlyell's carriage and the girla" ponies, which, 







MR. HOBERT DALTELL. 



195 



if it came to that, and they were aware that their 
position required such aacrifices, these ladies would 
give up without a murmur ; and, perhaps, none of 
them would have much objeetion to come " in " to 
a house in Edinburgh instead of Yalton, which was 
a poBsibihty wliich made Mr. Wedderhurn swear. 
He was very unhappy about them, one and all, and 
about his life-long friend. Bob D'yell, who must do 
doubt have been in the wrong, and whom some- 
times in his heart he blamed angrily and bitterly, 
thinking what the effect of his rashness would be 
to the others. Pat Wedderbui-n was grieved to 
the heart. He could aa easily have believed in 
himself going wrong; "But, God bless us!" he 
said to himself, "it's not going wrong. He has 
been takeji in; ha was always a sanguine fellow, 
and he's been deceived." His thoughts finally 
resolved themselves into the necessity, above and 
before all things, of having a long talk with Bob ; 
and he repeated, as he once more stared mechani- 
cally out of the further window, " I must go out 
to-night." 

He could not, however, go "out" before the 
usual time, and in the interval he could not rest. 
Finally, he took hia hat and left his office with 
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aajneed. rt kMt fas t»«i^ ol Aterto^ fiia 
hAI eehooB ollalbn. Mr. WeUartera wail 
I OBt Car this piup oaa vith my toidflr Hmiilih of 
Irin Erioid mmgWwi with Ids angor. ** Wky conldii*t 
the fellow tell ma in tune? Bat tbaLaid grant it 
msj still be in time! Thets's thin^ I mi^t 
have done. Fm not witbaat.bmds nor naa um m, 
Bor idees, either, for that matter." And as lb*. 
Weddvbqnt went along the orderly Edinboi;^ 
■tteet, he borst oat into a kind of t&n^ bo^ aa u 
among man; elderly Scotchman the last evidenee of 
emotioD, and said within himself: "To the half 
of my kingdom ! " The hmnour of the otmtraBt 
between that romantic phrase and the very prosaic, 
rapid calculation he had gone through as to the 
monej he — not a romantic person at all, an Edin- 
burgh W.8., of fifty-five, and of the meet htundiTpn 
appearance — could command ; and the tme feeUqg 
with which he had realised hia friend's misfortime, 
burst forth in that anomalous sound. A woman 
who was passing turned round and looked at him 
with pUBzled alann ; and a boy, one of thoM rodsv 
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commentatoiB who spare nobody's feelings, called 
out, " That's a daft man ; he's laughing to him- 
ael'." "Laughing," said Mr. Wedderbum with 
something like a groan : " there is Uttle laughing 
in mj head." And bo he went on to the Hail- 
way Office, and the Insurance Office, to ask for 
Mr. Dalyell. 

At the railway he had not been seen that day, at 
the other office he had appeared for about half 
an hour only. 

"He will have returned home, I suppose," 
Wedderbum said indifferently. 

" Well, no, sir ; not at once," said the clerk who 
answered his questions. " I heard him saying he 
was feeling fagged, and that he was go-pg out to 
Portobello for a dip in the sea and a good swim." 

" It's a Uttle cold for that," said Wedderbum. 

" Well, it may be a little eold," admitted the 
clerk cautiously, "but Mr, D'yell is a great man 
for the sea." 

" He will probably be going out by the usual 
train," Mr. Wedderbum said to himself as he 
turned away. But there was no appearance of 
Dalyell in the train. The lawyer walked to Yalton 
through the cornfields, in which the harvest had 
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begun, just as the Bun was sinking. The ruddy 
autumnal light came into his eyes, half blinding 
him with its long, level rays. Everything was rosy 
with the brilliancy of the sunset; the blue sky 
flushed with ruddy clouds, the warm colour of the 
sheaves catching a stil warmer tone from the sun. 
All was peaceful, wealthy, full of external comfort 
and riches, and the house of Yalton caught the 
sinking gleams from the west upon its high roof 
and pinnacles like a benediction. The trees were 
taking the autumn livery here and there, giving as 
yet only a little additional warmth to the landscape. 
To go from Talton to Melville Street, or some other 
dread abode of stony gentility in Edinburgh, how 
could they ever bear it? Mr. Wedderburn had 
been going over all his resources as he made 
his little journey, and he had reckoned up what he 
could spare to set his friend on his legs again 
Perhaps there might yet be time! 

When he went into the drawing-room where 
Mrs. Dalyell was sitting, she raised her head from 
her work, with a smile on her face. And then he 
observed a little alteration — oh, not so much as a 
cloud upon her face, not even a look that could 
be called disappointment, but only the slightest 
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scarcely perceptible change of expresaion, "Mr. 
Wedderbam ! " she said. "I'm very glad to eee 
yoa: but I thought it was Bobert," and she held 
out her hand to him with all the easy confidence 
of habitual friendship. She was not disappointed ; 
there was no doubt in her mind that Robert was 
coming, if not behind his friend, at least with the 
next train. 

"You will be surprised to see me so soon again," 
he said, feeling a little embarrassed. "You will 
think you are never to be quit of that old fellow 
— but I wanted to have a long talk with Bob 
on some business; and as I could not find him 

at the office " 

"No," said Mrs. Dalyell; "he said as soon as he 
could get his busineaa over he was going down 
to Portobello for a dip in the aea. I never knew 
such a man for the aea. No doubt that has made 
him lose his train — for he's generally very punctual 
by this train." 

" That is what I thought," said Mr. Wedderbum. 
" I thought I would meet him and come out with 
him. But the next will bring him, no doubt." 

" In about tiiree- quarters of an hour," said Mth. 
Dalyell, calmly : and she added, " It's a beautiful 
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evening, and it's a pity to keep you in the house. 
We should take the good of the fine weather as 
long as it lasts. Never mind me : you will find the 
girls upon the terrace somewhere. But take a cup 
of tea before you go out." 

"I will take a cup of tea," said the visitor, 
"thankfully. But why not come out upon tiie 
terrace yourself ? It is the most lovely afternoon, 
and the wind, as much as there is, is from the 
west. It's a sin to stay in the house when you 
have such a place to see the sunset from. Now if 
you were in Melville Street, for instance " 

"Why Melville Street? " said Mrs. Dalyell with 
a laugh — but she did not wait for an answer. " If 
I had to live in Edinburgh I would never go there. 
I would prefer the south side — or old George's 
Square where the houses are so good. I sometimes 
think we will have to come in for the winter now 
that Susie's of an age for parties, for there is little 
gaiety for a young thing here." 

"That's true," said Mr. Wedderbum, and he 
gave her a look in which there was an inquiry and 
a moment's doubt. Did she perhaps know some- 
thing? Had Bob D'yell confided some hint of 
approaching calamity or necessary retrenchment 
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to the wife of his bosom? "What so natural, what 
HO wise? Mi'B. DalyeH's head was a little bent 
over the table where she stood pouring out a cup of 
tea for the visitor ; but she raised it, meeting that 
inquii'iiig look with the perfect fi-ankneBs of her 
uEual demeanour and the calm of a woman round 
whom there had never been any myateries. She 
waa atruek, however, by his look, "Is there any- 
thing the matter?" she said. "You are looking 
very serious." Then, for heaven knowa what 
womanish reason, it occurred to her that Mr. 
Wedderbnm waa himself in trouble, and wanting 
something of her husband. " You know," she said 
with a little emphasis, "that whatever might be 
the matter, if there's anything that Eobert could 
do, Mr, Wedderburn, you are as aui'e of him as of a 
brother." " God bless her innocence ! " the lawyer 
said to himself. 

"Kot a bit," he said. "There's nothing the 
matter : but thank you all the same for saying 
that. Bob D'yell's been to me as a brother, since 
we were boys together — and will be I hope till the 



Mra, Dalyell put out her soft hand to him over 
the tea-table with a emile. There was water in hif 
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eyes, thoagh, fortunately, as he stood with his back 
to the light, it could not bb seen — ^but there was 
none in hers. Her eyes were as serene as the 
evening skies ; and her soft hand, which perhaps 
was a little too soft, with no bones in it to speak of, 
the hand of a woman never used to do much for 
herself, met his strong grasp, in which there was 
more than many an oath of fidelity, with a 
moderate and simple kindness which showed at 
once how natural and genuine was the friend- 
ship to which she thus pledged her husband, and 
how devoid of all tragical elements so far as her 
comprehension went. She was a little surprised 
by Mr. Wedderbum's grip, which rather hurt that 
soft hand, but led the way to the terrace, after he 
had taken his tea, with all her usual serenity. 
She took a shawl from the stand in the hall and 
wrapped herself in it as she went out. In Scotland 
even in July it is wise to take a shawl when you go 
out to see the sunset ; how much more in Septem- 
ber! Indeed, after she had taken two or three 
turns upon the terrace, she went in again, saying 
that it was all very well for ** you young things *' 
(with a smile at Mr. Wedderbum), but that she 
knew what rheumatism was. Susie and Alice were 
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very good company on the terrace, and they had a 
thousand thinga to aay to their old friend, so that, 
though he had looked occasionally at his watch, 
he had not taken very decided note of the passage 
of time, until an hour after, when Mrs. Dalyell 
came back again, with a shawl this time over her 
head. The sun had quite gone down, the shadows 
were lengthening, and twilight stealing on. "Do 
yon mean to say," Mrs. Dalyell said as she came 
down the steps to the terrace, " that your father's 
not here ? I made sure he must be here with yon : 
the train's been in this half-hour, and there's not 
another till nine — -and no telegram. I don't know 
what it can mean." 

It could not be said, perhaps, that she was 
anxious, but she wag aneasy, not knowing what to 
think. Mr. Wedderbum, £or his part, started, as 
if the fault had somehow been bis. " Bless me ! " 
he said, " I had forgotten all about it. I might 
have gone down and met the train." 

" That would have done little good," said 
Mrs. Dalyell, "for if he had come by it he would 
have been here before now : the thing that 
astonishes me is there's no telegram. Sometimes 
Kobert, like other people, is detained. Every 
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bnsiness man must be detained now and then : bat 
he always sends a telegram. I never knew him 
to fail." 

" That is the worst," said Mr. Wedderbum, " of 
being too exact in your ways. If you ever depart 
from them by any accident everybody thinks some- 
thing must have happened." 

*' I don't think something must have happened/' 
said Mrs. Dalyell, ''but I don't understand it. 
It's so unlike him. He would rather take any 
trouble than keep me anxious; and I told him 
particularly we should be alone to-night, with no 
man except servants in the house. It's not like 
Bobert. It must have been something quite 
unforeseen." 

"Such things are always happening, my dear 
lady. He may have had to meet some man from 
London; he may even have had to go to London 
himself." 

"Dear me!" said Mrs. Dalyell, "you don't 
think that's likely ? Without so much as a clean 
shirt! Besides, he would have sent a telegram," 
she repeated, going back to the one thing of which 
she was sure. 

''It's the telegram you miss more than the 
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man," 8ud Mr. Weddaimm iritli a laugh. It 
was very yBtj UtUe oi a laog^. He was more 
miserable than she, for her anxiety was quite 
mmiized by any de^er sense of a possible reason 
for her husband's absenee. Theire was no reason * 
for it, none whaterer to her consciousness. 

'' That is just it. I want the tel^;ram to explain 
the num. Of course, he mi^t be called away. 
Would I have him tied to my apron-string? But 
a word of warning, thaf s what I look for. ' Kept 
by business and will not be back till the late train,' 
or ' Dining at the Lord President's,' or — it does 
not matter what it is. I am always glad that 
Robert should enjoy himself, so long as I have my 
telegram. But as it's evident he's not coming," 
said Mrs. Dalyell, looking at her watch, ** we must 
just take our dinner and hope he's getting as good 
a one. He will be coming by the nine train." 

Mr. Wedderbum went in with very pal 
fameies, which he could not shake oflL 
moment would have come, perhaps, wfac 
D'yell had to tell his family that he was i 
man, and he would be shrinking from f 
necessity. His friend pictured him 
about the dark streets, or sitting m 
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above the Insurance Office, where there was epace 
to receive on occasion a belated director, and 
counting up all he had — alas ! would it not rather 
be all the debts he had — reckoning them, and 
asking himself how long it would be before the 
storm burst, and how he was to tell her, and what 
the poor children would do ? That was what the 
poor fellow would be thinking, wherever he was. 
Instead of coming back — the good lawyer exclaimed 
within himself in a little attempt at anger, to keep 
his sympathy from becoming too heart-rending — 
to one that might have helped him! But that 
would be just like Bob D'yell — ^ready enough to 
come to you if you were in trouble, to give all his 
mind to what was to be done : but not if the 
trouble was his own : more likely then to hide 
himself, to think shame of it, as if misfortune was 
a man's own fault. Mr. Wedderbum did not know 
what to do, whether to hurry into Edinburgh to 
make inquiries, or to wait on, and see whether 
he would arrive by the late train. Somehow he 
had very little faith that his friend would come 
home. He might go away, thinking, perhaps, 
that the creditors would be more gentle with his 
family if be were gone. And that would be cc^lled 
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absconding! Heaven only could tell what in his 
despair the poor fellow might do. 

Except suicide : there never occurred to Wb 
friend, in the endless thoughts he had on the 
subject, any fear of that, which to a Frenchman 
would he the first thing to be thought of — the 
natural refuge for a bankrupt. No, no ! — corns'; 
what might there was no need to think (rf 
that dark contingency. Besides, Mr. Wedderbum 
reflected, with a sense of the grim humour of the 
suggestion, that Dalyell, as the director of an 
insurance company, knew too well that such 
a step would take away the last resource hia 
children might have. No, no ! — -not that. But he 
might go away. He might not be able to bear the 
sight of ruin as affecting them. That was what 
chiefly weighed upon himself— the woman and her 
children; the girls, who would not know what it 
meant; and poor Fred, who would know what it 
meant — who would have to abandon everytliing on 
which his heart was most set. Had Wedderbum 
been aware of the conversation which had taken 
place between Fred and his father his troubled 
thoughts would have been still more serious ; as i#; 
wftB, all he could do was to keep hia countenam 
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to look as like his ordinary as possible, not to 
frighten the poor things too soon. 

But the dinner went over well enough. Mrs. 
Dalyell kept looking at the door every time it 
opened, though she knew it was only to admit a 
new dish, expecting her telegram. But it did not 
not come. And the nine o'clock train arrived, and 
there was still no appearance of the master of the 
house. The footman was sent down to meet the 
train, and Wedderburn put on his coat, and said 
shyly that he would just take a turn and meet the 
truant. And the girls ran out by the terrace, and 
one strayed down the avenue to bring papa home. 
And though it was cold, Mrs. Dalyell opened one 
of the drawing-room windows that she might hear 
him coming. She was not alarmed : but she was 
so much surprised that it made her a little uneasy, 
for in all her married life such a thing had never 
happened to her before. 

When it proved that he had not come by the 
nine o'clock train nobody knew what to think. 
By this time the telegraph- office was closed at the 
village, and there was no longer any hope of news 
that way: which, strangely enough, was a thing that 
rather calmed than otherwise Mrs. DalyelPs mind. 
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'* He most be ecnnnig by tlie midnight esspteoB/* 
she said. 

"Would yoa like me to go in and see if there 
was anything the matter? ** said Mr. Wedderbum. 

" What could be the matter ? " she said. 

" Oh, he might be ill — or there might have been 
an accident ! " 

''In that case/' said Mrs. DalyeU, ''Bobert 
never would have omitted to send a telegram — or 
the people at the office, or wherever he was, would 
have done it. No, no! You would go in to 
Edinburgh anxious, and we could not let you 
know that he had got the express to stop. Just 
stay where you are. And we'll hear all about it 
when he comes. And it's a comfort to have you 
in the house." 

To this request Mr. Wedderbum at once yielded. 
If the poor fellow did come home, miserable and 
disheartened, it was better that he should see a 
friend's face, and take counsel with a man who 
was ready to help and advise before he told her. 
Besides, it was better for her, poor thing, to have 
somebody to stand by her. And, oddly enough, 
now that there was no chance of that telegram she 
was not so anxious. She had no doubt of Bobtf 
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coming by the express. She let Alice stay up 
beyond her bedtime to make up a rubber for Mr. 
Wedderbum, and took her share in the game 
quite cheerfully. She did not believe in either 
illness or accident. ''He would have had no 
peace till I was by his bedside/' she said ; '' and 
anybody could have sent a telegram." No, no, 
she had no fear of that : and expected now quite 
calmly the last train. 

But Mr. Dalyell did not come by the midnight 
express 



CHAPTER rV. 

Phebh is sometbitig dreadful in the aspect of a 
room from nbich its habitual occupant is absent 
unexpectedly all night. Its good order, its cold 
whiteness, the unused articles in tidy aii-aj, undis- 
turbed by any careless natural movements, strike a 
chill to the heart. In any case, even when the 
usual tenant is pleasantly absent, or gone on a 
visit, there ia something ominous in the empty 
room. It seems to breathe of a time when the 
familiar person will be gone for ever. And how 
much more when the beloved occupant has gone 
mysteriously — absent, lost in the unknown — no 
one knowing where he has passed the night ! 
Mrs. Dalyell was not a fanciful woman, she was 
not given to morbid imaginations, but when she 
glanced into her husband's dressing-room next 
morning her heart sank for a moment with this 
chill, that would not be reasoned away. She did 
reason it away, however, and recovered her com- 
posure. For, after all, what was it? — nothing. 
o*L 
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A man in active life has a hundred calls upon him. 
He might be whipped oflf to London upon some 
railway business without any warning. The only 
thing that really troubled her was the absence of 
that telegram. It was still almost summer weather ; 
nothing to interrupt the working of the telegraph 
anywhere. Already even she might have had one 
had he telegraphed from any station on the way 
up to London. This was the thing which she 
could not understand. 

"No, there is no word," she said. "I have 
made up my mind he must have been called off at 
a moment's notice to London ; but why he didn't 
telegraph, I can't imagine — even from Berwick he 
might have done it, and I should have had it 
by this time. I never knew Bobert so careless 
before." 

"Here it is, mother," cried Alice, rushing in 
with the famous yellow envelope, the hideous 
messenger of so much trouble. But when Mrs. 
Dalyell took it, she flung it back again almost 
with indignation, and turned upon the girl with 
a sort of fury. 

" Couldn't you see," she cried, " that it was for 
Mr. Wedderburn ? " The poor lady had kept her 
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nerves quiet and her imagination Biippressed till 
now. But this felt to her lite an injury. She 
got up from the breakfast-table, and paced about 
the room, wringing her hands. It had come, but 
it was not for her ! This seemed to put terror 
into the anxiety, an increase of every involimtary 
tremor. In the sickness of the disappointment 
tears came rushing to her eyes. She took Alice 
by the shoulders and gave her a shake. " Couldn't 
you Bee? yon little careless monkey ! " Poor Mrs. 
Lalyell was unjust in the heat of her disappoint- 
ment. But after a while reason once more 
resumed its sway. "I am letting it get upon 
my nerves," she said with a tremulous laugh, as 
she came back to the table. Then, with a glance 
at Mr. Wedderburn'e disturbed face, "It is not by 
any chance — about Robert? " she cried. 

" No — no — I've no reason to suppose it is. It's 
from my managing clerk. He says : ' Something 

requiring your instant attention. Fear bad ' 

No — no — no reason in the world to suppose that 
D'yell has anything to do with it. I must just 
hurry away. I'm called upon often, you know," 
he added with a sickly explanatory smile, "on 
urgent — personal afTairs." 
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" Oh yes," said Mrs. Dalyell, " we know that 
well ; and no better or kinder counsellor. But you 
have had no breakfast " 

''I must not stop a moment longer — there is 
just time for the early train." 

The girls caught their hats from the stand in the 
hall and ran down with him, Alice speeding on in 
front like a greyhound to bid the station-master 
keep back the train for a minute — a kindly 
arrangement which often was made for the con- 
venience of Talton. Mr. Wedderbum gave forth a 
few breathless instructions to Susie as he hurried 
along. "If I were you I would send over for Fred. 
He should be at home in the circumstances : and 
don't let your mother be troubled." 

"But, dear Mr. Wedderbum, what are the 
circumstances? " said Susie. "Is there anything 
wrong with papa ? " 

"I hope not, my dear, I hope not. I've no 
reason to think that there is anything wrong : but 
just — I would have Fred at home as early as 
possible. And if I hear anything in town, I'll 
send you word directly. And you may calculate 
on seeing me before dinner. Then we'll know 
what to think." 
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" I hope papa will be home before then : and 
he'll langh at us cardiatically." 

" Susie, my dear — there's no such word." 

" Oh yes, Mr. Wcdderbnm, for cardiac means 
from the heart ; and that's the only way it will 
go." 

He turned round upon her, and smiled with the 
strangest mixture of fatherly kindness and pity 
and sorrow. Susie was silenced by this strange 
look. IJer eyes were startled with a sudden 
anxious question, her soft lips di'opped apart with 
fear and wonder. " Oh, why are you so sorry 
for me, Mr. Wedderburn ? " she cried. But they 
were just arriving at the railway, and the train 
was waiting. Susie, with her young sister cling- 
ing to her arm, both a httle breathless with their 
run, in their hght morning dresses and careless 
garden hats, the rose of morning health and 
brightness in their soft, shaded faces, the morning 
aun shiuing upon them and round them, distin- 
goifihing them upon the rustic platform by the 
soft little shadow they threw, was a sight the 
good lawyer never (orgot. " TIio innocent things ! " 
ha said to himself. 
When he was sate from their eyes, whirling 
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along over the country, he took once more the 
telegram from his pocket : '' Somethmg requiring 
your immediate attention. Fear bad news. Sent 
for last night. Too late to communicate, please 
lose no time." Well ! after all, there was nothing 
in that to indicate Bob D'yell. It might be Mrs. 
Davidson's business. It might be that scapegrace 
young Faulkner again. The devil fly away with 
all young spendthrifts ! To give an honest man 
a fright like this for him ! Mr. Wedderbum, with 
a momentary relief, noted, a gleam of fun coming 
into his eyes, two superfluous words in the tele- 
gram : " * Please * — the blockhead ! What man in 
his senses says 'please' when he has to pay a 
ha'penny for it?" he said with a little hoarse 
laugh to himself. For surely it must be young 
Faulkner — the born fool! There was absolutely 
nothing to connect it with Bob D'yell. 

When he entered his ofl&ce, however, he was 
met with a very grave face by his managing clerk. 
** It was a man from Musselburgh, sir, last night. 
He came to the office, and finding it shut, as it 
naturally would be at that hour, came on to me at 
my house. You know, sir, I live out at Morning- 
side " 
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"It would be strange if I did not know where 
you live — get on, man, get on ! " 

" I Bay that to account for it being so late. 
Well, air, he told me — ii it was Mueseibui-gh or 
if it was Portobello, I can't quite say, but it'a 
written down, and I sent off young Gibson by 
skreigh of day to make inquiries. He told me, 
sir, that a heap of clothes had been found on 
the sands belonging to BOmebody, it would seem, 
that was bathing in the eea. They lay there 
all the afternoon and no one took any notice, but 
at last one of the fisherwomen getting bait came 
in and said it was a gentleman's clothes, and 
hia watch and all lying. And the things were 
examined, and in the pockets were a number of 
letters " 

Mr. Wedderbum gave a gasp, inarticulate but 
impatient, with a vehement wave of his hand. 
The clerk handed him, with a look of deep eom- 
miaeration and sympathy wliich filled the lawyer 
with sudden rage, a little packet on the table. 

Ah ! — had he not known it all the time ? 

He sank into a chair, epeechless tor the moment, 
but half with rage at Martin 8tj«"" '^ire gcntlj" 
shaking his head, with the Ic athetio 
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acquaintance wears at a funeral — as if it were 
anything to him I " Eobert Dalyell, Esq., Yalton," 
the familiar commonplace address, that meant 
nothing except the. merest everyday necessity — that 
meant a whole tragedy now. 

"Found lying on the sands. But was that 
all — was that all? For God's sake, man, speak 
out, whatever you have to say." 

Martin excused Mr. Wedderbum's hastiness with 
a slight wave of his hand, and said all there was 
to say. It was very little: Mr. Dalyell, a man 
very well known, had been seen to arrive at the 
station, and had been met by various people on 
his way to the sea. He was not in the habit of 
using the bathing machines, as indeed few gentle- 
men were. There was no special danger about 
the spot, and it was a calm day, and he was a 
good swimmer. Of course the place was a little 
out of the way, and east of the sands, as was 
indispensable when gentlemen bathed without any 
machine ; but nothing out of the ordinary — many 
men did the same, and Mr. Dalyell did it con- 
stantly. No cry of distress had been heard, nor 
any other signs of a catastrophe. This little 
mound of clothes, flung down with the conviction 
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of perfect Becnrity, the watch in the pocket, a 
Bhilling or two dropped on the sands as the things 
were moved — thia was all. *' The body," Martin 
said, dropping his already subdued voice, "had 
cot been found." 

The body ! Surely it was premature still to talk 
of that. 

"He might have been carried along by the 
current further east and got to land there." 

" A naked man, eir — without any clothes ! There 
would soon have been word of such a wonder as 
that — and somebody sent on for the things. "We 
took all that into consideration." 

"I must ^0 down myself at once," said the 
lawyer. 

"I sent Gibson, air, the first thing." 
"What's Gibson to me?" said Mr, Vi'edderbuFn, 
with a sort of roar of trouble, anger, and misery 
combined. "I must go myself." 

" There are a number of letters," said Martin, 
" that might want answering," 

"Letters! when Bob Dalyell's lying somewhere 
dead or dying." 

" Oh, sir," said Martin, " in the midst of life we 
are in death. If it's poor Mr. D'yell — and there's 
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no reasonable doubt on the subject — ^he's dead 
long, long before now." 

Wedderbum made a dash through the air with 
his clenched fist, as if he had been knocking down 
a too sympathetic clerk, and took his hat, and 
darted away. 

*' Old Fat's in one of his grandest tempers," a 
young clerk permitted himself to say in Mr. Martin's 
hearing, as the door closed with a violent swing 
behind their employer. 

"Old Pat! — if it's our respected superior, Mr. 
Wedderbum, that ye mean by that familiar no to 
say contemptuous epithet," said Mr. Martin — " he 
has just heard of the loss of his dearest friend. 
You would do better to feel for him than to mock 
at a good man in trouble, my young friend." 

Mr. Wedderbum rushed to Portobello as fast as 
the train would take him, following in the track of 
his young clerk, who had already exhausted every 
means of information, but who fortunately met the 
lawyer on the way and gave him the result of his 
inquiries. These inquiries seemed to leave no 
doubt as to the catastrophe, and Wedderbum 
found to his horror that it was already very gene- 
rally known, and that there had been a paragraph 
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on the subject in the Scotsman, fortunately not 
giving the name of the Bu£Ferer, but indicating the 
general fear that a well-known member of society 
had been the victim, " They never read the 
papers," Mr. Weilderburn said to bimseli, " and 
she would never think it was— fitm" {already it 
seemed too familiar to say Bob). When some one 
came hurrying up to hiin, grasping his hand and 
asking, " Is this awEiil news true ? — is it out of 
doubt that it's poor D'yell ? "^the broken-hearted 
man felt once more fiercely angry at the question, 
as if it was not a thing to be diacussed in ordinary 
words. But this was morbid, he knew. The 
questioner was Mr. Scrymgeour, Fred's host, the 
giver of the hall on the previous night, who 
explained that he had seen the paragraph in the 
papers, and had secured it at once and come in to 
Edinburgh to inquire, that the poor boy should 
hear nothing till ho coiUd ascertain if it were true. 
And even while he spoke, others came pressin;^ 
upon them wHh gi'ave faces: "Was it true? 
Could it be D'yell?" The sensation was extra- 
ordinary. " He was said to be a little shaky in 
business matters," said one. "That was all rub- 
bish," said another. "A man with a good estate 
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at his badk and fdenty of fdeDda — iio tmr bat lie 
would haTB palled tlinNig^^ ''And Qiili stock is 
looking np again, which was supposed to be his 
danger." Thos they stood and talked him OTer. 
'' I suppose there is no doubt it was an accident? " 
said anoih^ caatioosly. Thb remark ean^t the 
lawyer's anxious ear, upon whose own heart a 
heavy doud of dread was hanging. But there was 
a chorus (thank God !) of assurances. No, no ! — 
Bob D'yell was the best fellow in the world. He 
was a man always confident in his own mind, a 
man that had every inducement to live — ^with a 
fine family, his son at Oxford, with a good estate 
behind him, and an excellent character and 
plenty of friends. Even if there might be a little 
temporary embarrassment — ^that would soon have 
blown over. There were men that would have 
stuck by him through thick and thin. '^ Me, for 
instance," said Mr. Wedderbum, careless of gram- 
mar. ''I went out especially last night to tell 
him, if there really was trouble, I would see him 

through it " "Poor fellow! Poor Bob! Poor 

D'yell ! '* tiie bystanders said in their various 
tones. Nobody had the faintest hope that he 
could have escaped. Such a prodigy as a man 
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without clothes would aoon have been known along i 
the ooaat. And of coarse he would have harried 
back, ii he had been saved, to ease the aosieties of 
his friends. It weis only Mr, Wedderburn who 
insisted upon every means being taken to secure 
the poor remains, and that not for certainty of the 
fact, bat for decent burial. There is no coroner's 
inquest in Scotland; but an inquiry into all the 
circumstances was immediately set on foot, an 
inquiry at first in which there waa no certain 
evidence but (3ie piteous heap of clothes, the 
respectable garments in which every man of busi- 
ness goes to town. The papers left in the pocket, 
the few shillings on the sands, the notes in his 
pocket-book, were all so many uneonseioaa wit- 
nesses to the accident, all proving how accidental, 
how unlooked-for, waa this catting short of his 
career. There was even a withered rose in his 
coat, a pale China rose from one corner of the 
I terrace at Talton, which Mr. Wedderburn recog- 

nised with a pang, as if it had been one of the 
children. The tears blinded the middle-aged 
I lawyer's eyes as he looli this faded thing out of ^ 

>| his friend's coat, brushed off the sand from the ^| 

L withered leaves, and put it in bis pocket-book ^H 
_^^ J 
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reverently. All who were present looked on at 
this little incident as if it had been a religious rite. 

It may be added here that the naked remains of 
a drowned man were found a few weeks afterwards 
on the east sands of Portobello. Needless to say 
that they were quite unrecognisable; but the 
height and size, and the absence of clothing, 
made it as nearly certain as any such thing could 
be that this was all that remained of Bobert 
Dalyell. 

Meanwhile that fatal day passed over at Yalton, 
the first part very quietly, as usual, in the ordinary 
occupations of the household. It was a beautiful 
morning, full of comfort and good hope, and Mrs. 
Dalyell was busy in her house. It was the day for 
the overseeing and paying of the weekly bills, and 
there were various repairs necessary before the 
winter set in which she had to look after, and a 
great deal of linen — napery as she called it — had 
come in from the laundry, which it was essential 
to examine to see what wanted renewing and what 
it would be possible to dam and keep in use. Old 
Janet Macalister was famous for her darning. 
Old as she was, it was still, Mrs. Dalyell said, ''a 
pleasuie to see" her work. It was an ornament 
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to the tablecloths rather than a blemish. Old 
Jftnet waa in great activity, almost agitation. She 
appeared in the house, as she very rarely did, and 
talked so much in an excited way, that the servante 
thought her "fey." She went with Mrs. Dalyell 
to the housekeeper's room, uninvited, to examine 
the linen. "Dinna put that away. I can darn 
that fine," old Janet said to many articles over 
which her mistreaa shook her head. " Losh ! 
what's the good o' me, eatin' bread and bomin' 
fire this mony raony a year, if I canna keep the 
napery in order!" she cried. Hor head, which 
was slightly palsied, nodded more than usual, her 
large pale hands shook ; but her voice was strong, 
and she ended every sentence with a harsh laugh. 

" I am afraid you are not very well to-day, 
Janet," said Mrs. Dalyell. 

" Oh, 'deed am I, very well ; but ye must give 
me work, mistress, ye must give me work. Without 
work there are o'er many thoughts in a person's 
head for comfort. And that fine darning, it just 
takes everything out of ye : it takes up baith body 
and mind." 

When her survey of the linen was over, Mrs 
Dalyell came back to the drawing-room, having 
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Bent old Janet back to her room with an armful of 
sheets and tablecloths. And she was glad to escape 
from the old woman. There was a gleam in her 
eyes, often fixed upon her mistress with a pene- 
trating look, as if she knew something, and her 
unusual flurry of speech and the harsh laugh of 
agitation which occurred so often, which Mrs. 
Dalyell did not understand, and which alarmed 
her — she could not tell why. Then came luncheon, 
to which she sat down with her girls, with a forlorn 
sense of the two empty seats which Foggo had 
placed as usual. '^I thought, mem," he said in 
his solemn way, *'that Mr. Fred would have been 
home, if not the maister." 

"Why should you think Mr. Fred would have 
been at home ? " she asked almost angrily. 

'^ He is coming in the afternoon with some of the 
young people from Westwood for tea. We shall 
want tea on the terrace at half-past four, and there 
will probably be five or six people." 

"Very well, mem," said Foggo, more solemn 
than ever, and with a look which, like Janet's, 
meant more than his words. 

Mrs. Dalyell had something like an attaque dea 
nerfi, which was a malady unknown to her. She 
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could not eat anything. In order that the servants 
might not suppose there was anything irregular in 
their master's proceedings, she said nothing before 
Foggo about her anxiety. She said she was tired, 
looking over all that weary linen. "And old 
Janet, that was stranger than ever, and she always 
was a strange creature. I think I will lie down for 
a little after lunch. And I almost wish that I had 
not bidden Fred to bring over the Scrymgeours 
with him for the afternoon." If this was said to 
throw dust in Foggo's eyes, Mrs. Dalyell might 
have spared herself the trouble. For Foggo had 
read his Scotsman that morning, and had heard a 
murmur of dismay which had come to Yalton 
by the backstairs, by the kitchen — ^nobody knew 
how. " God help the poor woman ! " Foggo said, 
when he retired to his own domain, with more 
feeling than respect. " She's full of trouble, but 
she will not let on, and though she's in horror of 
something, it's not half so bad as what has come 
to pass." 

" If that story's true," said the cook, who was too 
much disturbed and too anxious to hear everything 
to take any trouble about her own work, which 
the kitchen-maid was accomplishing sadly y«liil^ W 
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prmeipal talked and eried over the dreadful mmoar 
which had swept hither on the wings of the wind. 
'^Ohy it'B true enough/' said Foggo, whose dis- 
position was dismal — ''and there's little dinner 
will be wanted here this night, for sooner or later 
they mast hear. It was more than I could well 
bear to hear them talking of the big tea on the 
terrace and who was coming. I hope the Scrym- 
geonr people will not be so mad as to let their 
young ones come : and nobody else will come, for 
it's well known over the country by this time, 
though she doesn't know." 

" Oh, my poor bonnie lady,'* said the cook weep- 
ing — " and the kind maister, that had a pleasant 
word for everybody." 

*' Not so pleasant a word for them that crossed 
him," said Foggo. " Not that I would say a word 
against him, and him a drowned man." 

Early in the afternoon Fred came home. It was 
a house that stood always with open doors and 
windows, so that there was no need to open to any 
familiar comer ; but Foggo was in the hall, chiefly 
because he too was excited and eager to have 
the first of any news that might arrive, when the 
youth with his light step came in. His eager 
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question, "Is my father at home? " made the grave 
butler more solemn than ever. 

"No, sir, the master has not heen back since he 
left the house yesterday morning," said Foggo. 

But though his looks were so significant, that the 
very dogs saw that something was the matter, Fred 
neither gave nor communicated any news. He 
rushed upstairs three steps at a time, and burst 
into the drawing-room, where his mother was sitting. 
She had tried to lie down, as she had said, but 
Mrs. Dalyell could not rest : her nerves would not 
be stilled, and her thoughts grew 80 many that they 
buzzed in her ears, and seemed to suffocate her in 
her throat. She was sitting at the window which 
commanded the gate, so that she might see who 
appeared, ever watching for that telegraph boy, who 
in a moment might set all right. 

"You have come hack early, Fred," she said. 
" And have you come alone ? " 

" Mother, what's this I hear, that my father has 
never come home ? " 

" Who has told you such a thing ? Tour father 
has many alTairs in his hands ; he's often been 
called away in a hurry." 

" You knew then he was going somewhere ? It's 
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all right, then, thank God ! " said Fred ; ** and that 
dreadful thing in the papers has nothing to do 
with him." 

" What dreadful thing in the papers ? " cried Mrs. 
Dalyell. It was not till Fred had thus committed 
himself in his haste and anxiety that he felt how 
foolish it was to refer to a report which as yet was 
was not authenticated. He went to look for the 
papers, cursing his own rashness. But Foggo had 
more sense than might have been supposed. He 
had conveyed that Scotsman out of the way. 

Alas ! as if it were of any use to try to stave off 
the knowledge of such a calamity ! An hour later 
Mr. Wedderburn's sober step sounded upon the 
gravel, coming up from the train. Mrs. Dalyell sat 
still in her chair, not running to meet him as the 
others did. " Oh, I shall hear it soon enough — I 
shall hear it soon enough ! " she said to herself. 

His very step had tragedy in it ; and she knew 
before she saw him that something dreadful had 
happened, that the failure of that telegram, which 
Eobert had never before omitted to send her, was 
but too well explained. Something like a sweeping 
gust of fatal wind seemed to flow through the house 
— a chill consciousness of coming trouble, calling 
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out everybody from above and below to hear the 
news. And then there was a terrible cry, and then 
a dread stillness fell over Yalton — ^like the stillness 
before a storm. 

There was one strange thing, however, which hap- 
pened that fatal afternoon, and which Fred could 
never forget. As he went upstairs to his own 
room, which was in the upper storey, a pale and 
miserable ^ost of the cheerful youth he had been 
yesterday, he saw old Janet standing at the end of 
the passage which led to her room. She put out 
her long arm, out of the folds of her tartan shawl. 
''How is she taking it, Mr. Fred?" she asked. 
JaneVs eyes were deep, and shone with a strange 
fire. Her &ee was full of excitement and agitation 
— bat not of grie^ alfliough she had been devoted 
to the mBsbesr, who was also her nursling. '' How 
is your mother takiiig it ? " There was a gleam of 
strange eaziMitj in her eyes. 

'^Takh^itf^'enedFred. ^ Have yon no heart 
thatyoa ifikindi m qoettioa? My mother id heart- 
broken—aft we aSl ix$^ laii ih^ \^^ his voice 
giving W9J to 1^ }uiil^iunr0s$Ji^ ^^^ whieb b^ was 
too yooDji; ^ fe iM^f^ v^ f^s^fi^mt^ 
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though the Lord knows he's more io me than every- 
thing else in this world. Laddie, you're young—- 
young; and so is your mother. But me, I'm a 
very old woman. I've seen many a strange thing. 
You'll mind that you're to come and ask me if 
you're ever very sore troubled in your mind." 

" You I " cried Fred. There was something like 
scorn in his tone. The first distress of youth 
seems always final, insurmountable, so that it is 
half an insult to suggest that it will be lived 
through and other troubles come. But then a 
sudden chill of horror came over the lad. " You! " 
he said again, with a pang which he did not 
himself understand. He remembered what his 
father had said : '* Go to old Janet." Did she 
know what his father had said? Had she been 
aware that this great trouble, this more than 
trouble, this misery, calamity, was coming ? Fred 
gave the old woman an awed and terrified look — 
and fled : from her and his own thoughts. 



CHAPTEB V. 

TnERH is no coroner's inqueat in Scotland, as has 
been said ; nevertheless there was a careful exami- 
nation into all the oircumstancea of Mr. Dalyell's 
death. It was known that he was going to 
Portobello to bathe. This he had stated not only 
to hia family, bat to the clerks at the insurance 
office and other persons whom he had met. One 
gentleman appeared who had travelled that little 
journey with him by the train, whom he had 
almost persuaded to join him in his swim, and who 
parted with him only at the comer of the road 
leading down to the sands ; the porter at the 
station had seen him arrivoj had seen the two walk 
off together. There was no mystery or conceal- 
ment about anything he had done. It was his 
usual place for bathing, there was nothing extra- 
ordinary about the matter, up to the moment when 
the clothes were found on the sands and the man 
was gone. Every step was traced of his ordinary 
career, nor could one suBpieioua circumstance be 
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foimd. The mere fact of the heap of dothing, the 
money in the pockets, the watch, all the familiar 
carelees evidences of a day which was to be as any 
other day, with no angaries of eyil in it, was all 
there was to acconnt for his disappearance. Bnt 
that was pathetically distinct and nnimpeachable. 
And when after so much delay the body was found 
— ^which, indeed, no one could teU to be Bobert 
Dalyell's body, but which by every law of proba- 
bility might be considered so — ^the question dropped, 
and all the endless talk and speculation to which it 
had given rise. Of course there were doubts at 
first whether it might be suicide. But why, of all 
people in the world, should Bobert Dalyell drown 
himself? No doubt there had been rumours of 
unfortunate speculations, and possible pecuniary 
disaster. But everybody knew now that Fat 
Wedderburn, a man of considerable wealth and 
unlimited credit, had put his means at his friend'& 
disposal. It is true that what Mr. Wedderburn had 
said was that he was about to do so ; but these fine 
shades are too much to be preserved when a state- 
ment is sent about from mouth to mouth, and 
all Edinburgh was persuaded that Mr. Wedder- 
burn's means made Dalyell's position secure — if, 
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indeedj it ever was mBecure, with a good estate 
behind him, and all his connectiona. But what 
a latahty ! What a .catastrophe I A man in the 
prime of liie, with a nice wife and dehghtfiil 
children, a charming place, an excellent position, 
everything smiling upon him. That he should be 
carried away from all that in a moment by some 
confounded cramp, some momentary weakness. 
What a lesson it was ! In the midst of hfe we 
are in death. This was what, with many rogretB 
for Bob D'yell and sorrow for his family, and a 
great sensation among all who knew him, Edin- 
burgh said. And then the event was displaced by 
another event, and his name was transferred from 
the papers and everybody's mouth to a tablet in 
Yalton Church, and Robert Dalyell was as if he 
had never Iteeo. 

It proved that his life was very heavily insured 
— to a much larger sum than anybody had been 
aware of, and in several offices. Neither Mrs. 
Dalyell, nor any of his advisers knew the reason 
for these unusual liberalities of arrangement, if not 
that Mr. Dalyell, being himself concerned in an 
insurance office, thought it right to set an example 
to others by the number and value of his own. 
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Enough was obtained in this sorrowful way to 
clear ofif everything that was wrong in his affairs* 
and to secure Fred, when he should come of age, 
in unencumbered possession of Yalton, as well as 
to leave the portions of the girls intact. So far as 
this went, and though it was a dreadful thing to 
think, much more to say, no doubt it passed 
through Mr. Wedderbum's mind, who was the sole 
executor, with the exception of Mrs. Dalyell, that 
the moment of poor Bob's death was singularly 
well chosen. Mrs. Dalyell left everything in his 
hands, so that the conclusion was in no way forced 
upon her, nor would she have entertained it if it 
had occurred to her. Nothing would have per- 
suaded her that her Eobert had drowned himself, 
and she knew no reason why. She was not a 
woman who demanded explanations, who searched 
into the motives of things. She accepted the event 
when it happened with sorrow or with thankfulness, 
according as it was good or bad, but she did not 
demand to have the secret told her of how it came 
about. And she grieved deeply for her good 
husband; the earth was altogether overcast to 
her for a time. She felt no warmth in the sun, no 
beauty in the world — a pall hung over everything. 
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Robert was gone— what was tbe good of all those 
seeondiiry things, the comforts and ease of life, 
which were not him, nor ever could bring him 
back ? She would have accepted joyfully a lite of 
poverty and privation with Robert instead of this 
dreadful comfortable blank without him. Her 
emotions were as sincere as they were sober and 
unexaggerated. But, as was natural, this gloom 
of early bereavement did not last. After a few 
months she was capable of taking a little pleasure 
in the spring weather, of watching the flowers 
come up. And though the first notice she took of 
these ameliorating circumstances was to say with 
tears, " How pleased your father always was to see 
the crocuses ! " yet it was the beginning of a better 
time. Mrs. Dalyell was still in the forties ; she 
was in excellent health, and she was of a mild, 
unimpafiaioned temperament. It was not possible 
that the eloada should hang for aver about such a 
tramiuil sky. 

But there wore two of the mourners who were 
not so simply constituted. Fred, who had been so 
light-hearted a boy when his father talked to him 
on the terrace and bade him think of the catas- 
ti-ophes which overturned go many young lives, 
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was greatly changed. He could not get that 
conversation out of his mind, nor the strange 
recommendation his fatbor had given him, nor 
the stranger repetition hy old Janet of what Mr. 
Dalyell had said. How did she know ? Had the 
father confided to her what was about to happen ? 
Confided? — a thing which was an accident, an 

unforeseen calamity, or what else? Confided to 

Janet that next day he was going to die? Fred 
turned this over in his mind, over and over, till he 
was nearly mad. How did she know ? How did 
she know ? Was it second-sight, witchcraft of one 
kind or another ? But Fred was a young man of 
his time — or rather he was not sufficiently a young 
man of his time to believe in witchcraft or any 
occult power. How was it? — how was it? — how 
was it? This question went on in his mind so 
constantly that it became a sort of mechanical 
rhyme running through everything. How did old 
Janet know ? Had it been discovered by her some- 
how by mystic art ? Had it been confided to her ? 
He could not turn his mind away from this question 
or forget it. How did she know ? — what did she 
know? Fred felt as if he should have informed 
the commissioners who had investigated the cir- 
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comstances of his faiher's death of ihat conversation 
on the terrace. It might be only a coincidence ; 
but it was a very curious coincidence. He ought 
to have reported it, made it known, that everybody 
might draw his own conclusions. Here was a man 
who as a matter of fact died by some mysterious 
accident next day, and who had talked to his son 
of what he might have to do were he left with the 
family on his hands, and advised whom he should 
take counsel with in difficulties : and the proposed 
counsellor had apparently been communicated with 
too. What would the little court of inquiry^ bd 
wondered, have said to that? What would ibi^ 
insurance people have said ? Was it 1m duty W 
have told the strange and terrible deiAii7 Yfm h 
better to have remained silent ? Fr»r tfri^A ^//^M 
not tell what he ought to hare d>>ri^-ir>M >m^ 
ought to do. He was but a boj iitUff ^i^ ^i^^ ^j 
was said. He had not been w^/^j^x^ntM V/ Unm 
such momentous decisiouB f>>r hUf^^H, ^A k^ wj^ 
overwhelmed with grirf and mh^y, uA m^a % 
think. He remain^ %iUaAf UfA i^v//HJ ^^v 
to Mr. Wedderbom^ wJyy w** $^/^ H^ f/M^, '/ 
the household^ kM>ki»i( ^i^ *?v^ytiwi^ i^/-^ 4^ 
felt. But the \mA wm y^/ ^u^^^^f th^^ ^^f. 
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no reason why be should not return to Oxford ; but 
he had no desire to return. He did not care to do 
anything. He wandered about the grounds asking ' 
himself what his father meant, if he bad it all in 
his mind then as be walked along the terrace in 
the dark, listening to bis boy's chatter of college ■ 
jukes and light-hearted nonsense. Was he thinking 
then of what was to be done next day ? Had he 
planned it all ? and left perhaps hia last instruc- 
tions with Janet, the un likeliest repository of sucb 
secrets. Could it be this '? or only coincidence, 
a series of coincidences, such as may occur and 
sometimes do occur, perplexing and confusing 
every calculation ? All this mado bim very 
miseral Ifl, as he pondered, many a weary monoto- 
nous night and day. He stolo out in the 
evenings after dinner and strolled along the 
terrace, as bis father had been used to do, witb 
a sort of vague hope of enlightenment, of some 
influence tlmt might come to him, or even voice 
that he might hear. But he never beard anythmg 
more than the wind moaning in the trees, which 
drove him indoors with the melancholy of their 
unseen rustling', and tbo eerie bounds of the nigbt, 
rising over all the invisible country, tinkle of < 



UB. ROBEBT DALYELL. 241 

water, and sweeping soand of the winds and the 
drop of the autumnal leaves falling, the hoot of 
an owl, the stirring of unseen things in the woods 
and fields. But when be was indoors again, still 
less could Fred bear the cheerful air of the 
drawing-room with its bright fixe and lamps, and 
the voices of his sisters which began after a time 
of siience to irhispor and chatter again in the 
irrepressible vitality of their youth. Had it all 
been planned before that night? Did his father 
9,lread; well know what was going to happen on 
the morrow— all the incidents of the tragedy ? 
And did Janet know ? Fred repeated these 
questions to himself till bis brain felt aa if it 
were giving way. 

All this time he kept himself carefully away 
from speech or look of Janet, who had been, 
strange as it was, less afTected by the calamity 
than any one in tlie house, and had a look in her 
dry eyes which Fred could not understand. His 
heart revolted against her ; a woman without 
feeling, who had no tears for the man who had 
flurrounded her with comforts and ensured her 
well-being for her lite — the man who was her 
child, whom she had nursed, but never mourned. 
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A sort of hatred sprang np in the lad's mind 
towards this old woman. He felt it a wrong and 
almost insult that he should have been bidden 
to take her advice — ^and avoided her as if she had 
been the plague. Janet, on the contrary, seemed 
to seek opportunities of encountering him, appear- ^ 
ing suddenly about the house, as she had never 
hitherto done, in all kinds of unlikely places. 
Her unobtrusiveness had been one of her great 
qualities in former times. She had never been 
seen on the stairs or in the corridor, scarcely at 
all, except at the opening of the passage leading 
to her own room, or sitting m the sun by the 
laundry door, or about the servants' part of the 
house. But now old Janet seemed to be every- 
where. Fred met her in the hall, lingering about 
the library, in the gallery above which encircled 
the hall, everywhere save in his mother's drawing- 
room. And whenever she met him, though she 
did nothing to stop him, she gave him a look full 
of significance. It seemed to say, "When are 
you coming to consult me? I want to be con- 
sulted," till the young man became exasperated, 
and fled from her with an ever-growing sense of 
trouble or fear. Her apparition in her large 
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white mutch, mth a black ribbon round it» tied 
in a great bow on the top of her head, with her 
black and white shepherd's plaid shawl, which 
she had adopted, instead of the old red and green 
tartan, in compliment to the famfly mourning — 
gave him a sensation of shivering, as if old Janet 
had included hi her own person the properties of 
all the Fates. He was afraid of what she might 
have to say to him — afraid lest there should be 
something to tell which would be hateful to hear ; 
afraid for his father's good name and his own peace. 
Mr. Wedderbum had no such addition to the 
many cares which this catastrophe had introduced 
into his placid life. He knew nothing about Janet, 
or any secret she might have in her keeping, nor 
had he any idea of that last interview which lay 
so heavily upon Fred's mind ; but he was not at 
ease. The public mind had been entirely reassured 
on the subject of Dalyell's embarrassed circum- 
stances by the announcement that Pat Wedderburn 
had taken upon him all the responsibility and was 
indeed the principal in Dalyell's speculations, 
using him only as an agent, which was what 
Wedderbum's statement on the subject had now 
grown to. But Wedderburn knew very well that 

q2 
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he had only intended to make this offer to his 
friend, and that Dalyell's troubles about money 
were weighing very heavily upon hun when he 
went down to Portobello for his swim. And he 
knew that the very opportune cramp or failure 
of heart which caused his death accomplished at 
the same time the complete deliverance from all 
those cares, of his children and his wife. Every- 
thing was appropriate, perfectly convenient to the 
momjent and to the needs of the man who gave 
his life for his family as much as if he had 
defended them to the death on the nimparts of 
some besieged city — with this only exception, that 
the weapons with which he fought were equivocal, 
if not dishonest. For the insurance money would 
never have been paid to the representatives of a 
suicide. Poor Bob ! poor Bob ! it was unworthy, 
it was dreadful to associate that title with his 
honest name. And yet — if it had been a planned 
thing, it was not an honest thing, although he 
had paid for it by the sacrifice of his life. This 
thought rankled in Mr. Wedderbum's mind. 
Dalyell had been, so to speak, absolved by public 
opinion from that guilt. The payment of the 
insurances was in itself a full acquittal, and no 
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one ventnred to say or even think that the catas- 
trophe on the Portobello sands was anything but 
a fatal accident. But Wedderburn'e mind was 
liauntE'd by this doubt. It was not for him to 
bring it forward^ to hint a suspicion which could 
never be proved, which would be ruinous to the 
prospects of those whose interests were in his 
hands. No, never to any soul would he hint such 
a doubt. But yet— he said to himself that poor 
Bob would have been capable of it. A thing that 
you are willing to give your life to purchase — it 
is difficult to beUeve that what is bought at such 
a sacrifice could be wronging any one, or a sin 
against the tommonwealth. The suicide would 
be a ain befote God, but many a desperate creature 
is ready to encounter that, with a pathetic trust 
in the understancling and pity of the great Father. 
But to die dishonestly for the good of your family, 
that was a different thing. Bob Dalyell, perhaps, 
was not a man who would attach any idea of guilt 
to this way of cheating the insurance companies, 
even his own ofBce ; but Wedderburn, who might 
have been capable of the sacrifice, would have 
stood at that His idea of honour and probity 
was perhaps more abstract than that of a man 
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who was involved in eharp business transactions, ^^H 
in speculation and commercial adventure, and who 1 
was, besides, a man with a family, bent upon 
saving them from ruin. He shook his head and 
acknowledged to himself that poor Bob was capable 
of not having taken that divergence from strict 
integrity uito accoiint. Had he made up hia mind 
to die for his family he would not have considered 
the case of the inBurance companioB. The thought ^^ 
of wronging them wonld have sat lightly on hU ^^| 
Bonl ^M 
Mr. Wedderbnra took from this self-discussion a ' 
habit which remained with him tor all the rest of 
his life, the habit oE shaking his bead, slowly, 
sadly to himself, as it were, as if in the course of 
some remark. It was while he questioned, and 
doubted, and laid things together, excusing his 
friend even while he judged him, that this habit 
was acquired. It was not a bad habit for a lawyer 
who was consulted by his clients on many dehcate 
questions. It gave an air of regretful decision, of ^^y 
compassion and sympathy, when he had ooncliVi^^H 
aions to announce that were not pleasant to hl>^^H 
^^^^k olienta. And he never lost this gesture of reflee- J 
^^^^H tion and oompafision, which was as sacred to 
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Bob Dalyell as his tombBtone. It was thus, with 
many a vexing doubt and fear, that he mourned 
the friend of his youth. 

The female members of the party were happOy 
exempted from all theae discussions. It does not 
often happen that the women have the lightest 
part to bear in any such calamity. Bnt in this 
caae it was so. Mrs, Dalyell mourned her husband 
moat aincerely and deeply, forgetting every Uttle 
flaw in his character, and gradually elevating him 
into the position of a perfect man — the best hus- 
band, the kindest father ! And the girls mourned 
him with torrents of youthful tears, with a con- 
viction that they never could smile again, never 
get beyond the blackness of the first grief, the 
awful sensation of the catastrophe. But there was 
nothing but pure sorrow in their minds. They 
thought no more of the insurance companies 
than the birds in the garden think of the crumbs 
miraculously provided for them when snow is on 
the ground. Neither had the slightest doubt ever 
entered their minds as to what they were told of 
his death. They knew every detail, laying it np 
in their hearts. How he had parted smiling from 
hia friend at the comer of the street, and gone off 
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to the sands with his buoyant step, in such health 
and strength, in such good-will and good-humour 
with all the world. This was what the girls said 
to themselves, trying to picture his last look upon 
life. And they hoped it was some unsuspected 
failure of the heart, which the doctor said was 
most likely — a thing which would give no pain, 
which would be over in a moment, so that he 
would never know he was dying, or have any pang 
of anxiety for those he was leaving behind. This 
was how the girls realised their father's death : 
and their mother's picture of it was not dissimilar. 
She felt that there must have been a moment in 
which he thought of her and of "the bairns." 
Mrs. Dalyell added that to the imaginary scene — a 
moment in which, as people said was the case in 
drowning, all his life would rush through his brain, 
and he would think of her as he died. They had 
the best of it. Their innocent thoughts conceived 
no ulterior scheme, no darkness of doubt. Had 
they realised that any such doubt existed, it is 
probable that they would have canonised poor 
Eobert Dalyell on the spot as a hero and martyr, 
dying for those he loved, and still never have 
thought of the insurance companies ; but, happily, 
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no Buch imagination entered at all into their simple 
tboughta. 

The household had settled down completely into 
the habits of its new life, when Fred Dalyell came 
home from a long wandering tour he had made 
about Europe, not so much for love of travelling 
or desire to see beautiful things and places, as to 
distract his mind from the miserable thoughts that 
had gained so complete an empire over him. He 
had succeeded very well in that, for the most 
persistent trouble yields to such treatment at 
twenty ; but the first return to Talton, and all the 
recollections that were waiting for him under those 
familiar trees, brought back on the first coming 
much of the old trouble to the lad's sensitive mind. 
It was now May, and Talton was ahnost as cheerful 
as ever, though in a subdued way. The girls, 
"poor things," as their mother said, had recovered 
their spirits. They were so young ! — and Fred's 
coming home had been a thing much looked for, 
like the beginning of a new era to the young 
creatarea over whom the winter of gloom was 
natoi-ally passing away. Susie and Alice were 
much disappointed by the cloud that came over 
Fred after the first joy of their greetings. Instead 
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of Bitting ^th them and telling them everything, 
he diBnppeSired on the first eTsning, with a sort 
of impatient, almost angry, reBistance of their 
blandishments. 

" Oh, let me alone ; I have a thousand things to 
think of," he said, pasliing them away as the 
manner of big brothers is, Susie and Alice forgave 
Fred when they saw the little red tip of his eigar 
on the terrace, and realised that he had gone there 
" to think of father." For a moment it was debated 
between them whether one of them should not go 
to him to share his solitude and thoughts ; but 
they decided, with a better inspiration, to leave 
him alone, and even withdrew delicately from the 
drawing-room window, not to seem to spy npon his 
sacred thoughts. 

" Oh, do yon mind how papa naed to go 
up and down, up and down?" said Alien to 
Susie. 

"Do I mind?" said Susie, half indignant. 
" Could I ever forget? " And they shod a few teara 
together, then hurried off to the table in the fall 
light of the lamps, where Fred's curiositiee which 
he had brought home, and all his little presents, 
were laid out for inspection, and began to laugh 
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and twitter over them, and compare thia with that, 
like two bii-da. 

Tea, this was jnet the place where father had 
stood when he had suddenly changed the conversa- 
tion about the bump -suppers, and all the joys 
o! Oxford, to that strange and sober talk about 
the vicissitudes of life, and what a difference a day 
might make in the position of a happy lad at 
college, thinking of nothing but fun and frolic. 
Fred retaembered every .word, every look — the wail 
of the autumnal wind, the clear break of sky among 
the clouds towards the west, the half shock, half 
amusement, with which he had felt that sudden 
change into what in those days of levity he had 
called the didactic in his father's tone. It had 
seemed to him a sermon at the time ; and then it 
had seemed to him — he knew not what — an awful 
advertisement of what was coming : a prophecy 
conscious or unconBcious. He walked up and 
down, np and down under the trees, hearing the 
same sounds, the tinkle of the half-choked fountain, 
the rustling of the wind among the branches. The 
sentiment of the night was different, for that had 
been in September, and this was full of the soft 
and hopeful stir of May. The leaves were falling 
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then ; now they were hat just opened, hanging in 
clusters of vivid yoniif; green, which almost lorced 
colour upon the paleness of the wialful night. But 
nothing else wns as it had been then. His father 
was gone, swept from the earth as though he had 
never been. Yet this great cliange hud not brought 
the other changes which Mr. Dalyell anticipated. 
Fred had not been forced into the premature 
development of a young head of the family. He 
had not been plunged into care and trouble, into 
work and anxiety. II iiQything, he had been more 
free than before. He was still only a youth 
dallying upon the edge of life, not a man entering 
into serious duties. The contrast struck him 
strangely. This was not what his father had 
foreseen. It gave him a vague new trouble in 
his mind to perceive that this was so. He ought 
to be less free, perhaps more occupied, more 
responsible. He oould not all at once decide what 
the difference was. 

Here he was suddenly disturbed by the sound of 
a step upon the gravel— ond it is to be feared that 
Fred uttered within himself an impatient exclama- 
tion, as he threw away the end of his cigar. 
" Here is one of those bothering girls," he said 
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to himselt, though we know with what high reason 
and feeling Susie and Alice had withdrawn, even 
from the window, not to seem to spy upon their 
brother. He got up to meet them, remembering 
that he had just come home and that it would be 
brutal to show any impatience of their affection. 
But Fred might have known that the heavy, slow 
step which approached him waa not that of either 
of the girls, A tall figure shaped itself out of the 
darknesa— the white mutch, the bow of black 
ribbon, the checked shawl, became dimly visible. 

"Eh, Mr. Fred," said old Janet, "but I'm 
blythe to see you home ! " 

" Oh," he said, " it's you ! " in a tone which was 
not encouraging. He had forgotten old Janet, 
happily, and it was with anything but pleasure 
that he felt her image thug thrust upon him 
again. 

" Who should it be but me ? " she said. " There 
is none that can take such an interest. And, Mr. 
Fred, it is time you should be taking your ain 
place. This house of Talton Bhould go into no 
other hands but them it belongs to. Oh, I canna 
speak more plain; but you must rouse yourself 
up, and you must take your ain place." 
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"I don't know wliat you have to do with it," 
cried Fred angrily, "nor why you should thiiist 
your advice upon me. I am here in my own place. 
What do you mean? I ought to be at Oiford, 
that wonld be my own place." 

"Na, na ! that would be just more schooling," 
Baid Janet, " and it's no schooling you want, but to 
stand up like a man, and be maister of your father's 
house, as is your right. Oh, laddie, I tell you I 
canna speak more plain ; but take you my word, 
it'll save more trouble, and worse trouble, il you 
will just grip the reina in yoor hands and take 
your ain place ! " 

He laughed contemptuously in his impatience 
and anger. "You had better eave your advice 
for things you understand," he said. " Don't yoa 
know the law considers me an infant, and that I 
can do nothing till I'm of age — if there was anything 
to do? But all is going as well as can be — almost 
too well — as if he were not missed," the young man 
cried abruptly with a movement of feeling, which 
indeed was momentary and had not come into his 
mind before. Perhaps it was an influence from 

brain of the old woman beside him which se 
it there now. 
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" That's juat wliat I wanted to Bay," said old 
Janet — " as if he were not missed. Ali settled tor her, 
and smoothed down and made fair and easy, as if 
himseV were to the fore. There's trouble in the air, 
Mr, Fred, and if you dinna bestir yourself, and take 
yonr ain place, and get a grip of the reins in your 
ain hand " 

"Eubbish!" said Fred. "How can I get the 
reins, till I come of age ? If there was any need, 
which there is not, my mother knows better than 
half a dozen of me." 

" Your mother 1 " said old Janet, with the natural 
contempt of an old servant tor the mistreSB ; then 
she added in a different tone : " if it was only your 
mother " — shaking her old head. 

"Who else? " said Fred with indignation. But 
Janet made no reply. She turned her back upon 
him and went off along the terrace, always shaking 
her head, which was slightly palsied and had a 
faint nodding motion besides. Something in this 
confirmed movement which was comic, and the 
jealousy of his mother, which bad always been a 
well-known feature in old Janet, tended to give 
a ludicrous character to her appeal. Instead of 
deepening the sadness of his thoughts, it lightened 
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them with a oariooB sense of relief. It seemed to 
take awa; at once the gravity of the recollection 
of his fathor's reference to her, and the painful 
BQggestion in it which had caosed Fred so much 
trouble, when old Janet tbas displayed herself in 
on absurd rather than a tragical Ught, 



CHAPTER VI. 

Ue, Weddbbbubm entered very naturally into the 
charge of his friend's affairs. He had been Dalyell's 
counsellor already on many oecaaiona in hU life, 
and knew much about his concerns, the resources 
of the estate, and all the original sources of income 
which Dalyell had increased, yet fatally risked, by 
his speciiktions. No one was better fitted than he 
to apply the welcome aid of the insurance moneys 
to the relief of Yalton from all the encumbrances 
which the dead man's other affairs had imported 
into his life, A man so familiar with the house- 
hold and all its affairs, nobody could know so well 
as he how to guide the revenues of the household 
so as to afford their usual comforts to Mrs. Dalyell 
and the girls without injuring Fred's interests, or 
forgetting the very near approach of the time 
when be should take the control into his own hands. 
It was evident that changes were inevitable then ; 
either that Mrs. Dalyell should retire to a house 
of her own, or that she should remain as Fred's 
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housekeeper, with her authority contmgentuponhiB 
plans, and liable to be destroyed whenever the yonng 
man should think ot marriage — a position in which 
the faithful friend of the house was unwilling to 
contemplate the mistreBs of Yalton. It was not a 
thing that would have affected Mrs. Dalyell. It 
would not have occurred to her to think that the 
house was leas hers by being Fred's. But Mr. 
Wedderburn was jealous of her dignity, and it 
wounded a certain imagiiiative sense of fitness for 
which no one would have given the dry old lawyer 
credit — the notion that the woman whom he had 
so long admired and liked should be dependent on 
her boy's caprice and whether it should please him 
or not to marry. The event which would make 
another change, so great, in her position, troubled 
him more than he could say. Was it not enoagh, 
he asked himself, llmt she should have had this 
shock to bear, and her life rent in two, that she 
should now have to yield all authority to Fred, and 
be dependent upon him for her home and dignity 9 
The thought did not disttirb Mrs. Dalyell, who felt 
it as natural to continue as before at the head of a 
house, >^hich was no less hers because her son v 
now its formal bead, as to poiform any other act 
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of life. But it did disturb her cbaiupion and 
guardian, who made it more and more hia office 
from day to day to watch over hor comfort and 
Bpare her trouble. 

It was astonishing how Pat Wedderbum, who had 
not for many years, indeed for all his indepen- 
dent life, known more of the sweets of domesticity 
than those which he shared at second-hand in the 
houses of hia friends, and especially at Yalton, £ell 
into the ways of the head of a family. He did not, 
indeed, eome out to Yalton every night as poor 
Dalyell had done, but he spent at least half of his 
evenings there, and gave his mind to the coasidera- 
tion of what wae wanted in the house, and what 
would be agreeable to botti mother and girls, with 
a curious familiar devotion which was at once 
amusing and touching. No father probably ever 
was so mindful of the tastes of hia children as 
Mr. Wedderbum was of Susie and Alice. He 
remembered what they liked, and noted every 
expression of a wish with an affectionate vigilance 
and thoughtfulnesB which surprised even the giria, 
though they were well accustomed to have then: 
little caprices considered. As for Mrs. Dalyell, no 
wife ever had her likings more sedulously consulted. 
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her BaggeBtione more carefully carried oat, than 
were here by her co-executor, her traetee, and 
fellow-guai-dian of the children. She had but to 
speak to Mr. Wedderburn about any trifling obstacle 
and it waa immediately removed out of their way 
He regarded her wants and wishes as things which 
were sacred ; not as a husband does, wbose natural 
impulse it is to contest, if not to deny. lite 
had never been made so enay for the ladies of 
Yalton. When he came out it was almost certain 
that some pleasant BurprisB accompanied him — a 
book, a present, something that either girls or mother 
had wished for. And they all took Mr. Wedderburn 
as completely for gi-anted as if this devotion had 
been the most natural thing in the world. 

And it would be impossible to describe the 
sweetness that came into the life of old Fat 
Wedderburn (as Edinburgh profanely called him) 
from this amateur performance, so to speak, of 
the duties of husband and father. He had long 
been in the habit of considering Yalton as a sort 
of home. But yet his visits there, though he 
was always so welcome, were more or less at the 
pleasure of bis hosts, and he had kept up 
form, though it was not much more than a form, 
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of being invited. Now no ench restraint (though 
it had never been much of a restraint) existed. 
He put a certain limit upon himself, bat save for 
that the house of his wards was to him as his 
own, always open, always ready. They were all 
his wards, the mother not less than the children. 
It is true she was joined with him in the trust, 
and that she was a woman, ae he said to himself, 
of a gi-eat deal of sense, who could give him advice 
upon many Bubjects, and even took or appeared 
to take an intelfigent interest in investments, and 
knew whether the claims of the farmers were just, 
and what was right in respect to repairs, &c., 
better than Mr. Wedderburn himself. But she 
had never been accustomed to do anything for 
herself, to act independently, to take any step 
without advice and active help. It is impossible 
to say how pleasant it was to the middle-aged 
bachelor to be thus referred to at every moment 
asked about everything, consulted in every domestic 
contingency. He would not have minded even 
had he been called upon to settle difficulties with 
the servants, or subdue a refractory cook, nor 
would it have bored him to have a honsekeeper's 
afflictions in this way poured into his ears. 
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Happily, however, in the large easy-going house- 
hold at Talton there were few difficulties of that 
kind. Mrs. Dalyell was an excellent manager, 
but she was not exacting, and her servants were 
chiefly old servants, who ruled the less permanent 
kitchen-maids, footboys, &c., under them with 
rods of iron, but did not trouble the mistress with 
their imperfections. When a [house has been long 
established on such a ^footing, and there is no 
overwhelming necessity for economy, or interfering 
dispositions on the part of its head, it is wonderful 
how smoothly it will roll on, notwithstanding all 
human weaknesses. And the shadow of grief 
glided away. There could not have been a more 
desirable house, or a more pleasant routine of 
life. The very neighbourhood breathed peace into 
Wedderbum's being. Before he had reached the 
gates the atmosphere of content enveloped him. 
He had something in his pocket for the girls — 
he had something to consult their mother about, 
generally her own business, but sometimes even 
his, so great a confidence was he acquiring in her 
common-sense. To think that the loss of poor 
Bob Dalyell should have brought so great an 
acquisition of happiness into his life! He was 
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ashamed when he came to think of it, n,nd felt 
a compunction as if he had profited by hie friend's 
disaster. Ent it was no fault of his. 

And there wa3 no doubt that Mr. Wedderburn 
enjoyed Yalton and the life there a great deal 
more than if he had been really the father whose 
office as far as possible be had taken npon bim- 
ealf. He was not responsible for the faults or 
aggrieved by the imperfections of the children, 
as a man is to whom they belong. The very dis- 
tance between them increased the charm. Although 
it would have been death to him to have been 
thrust out of that paradise, it would perhaps have 
lessened its charm had he been absolutely swept 
into it, bound to it, by law and necessity. The 
freedom of the voluntary tie added sweetness to 
the bond. He was far more at the orders of his 
adopted family than any father would have been ; 
but that abyuess of old bachelorhood, which is 
as real as the reserve of old maidenhood and very 
similar, though it ie little remarked, was in no 
way ruffled or wounded by the present arrangement, 
And thus good eame out of all the evil, to one 
at least of the little circle who had been so deeply 
affected by it. Poor Bob D'yell !— to think that 
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he should have lost all this, and fchat his moet 
devoted friend should have acquired it by hia 
loGB ! This gave Mr. Wedderburn a compunction 
which was of course entirely fictitious and visionary 
— for had he not taken that position it would have 
been much worse for the family as well ae lor 
himself. 

This state of affairs 'wae scarcely interrupted by ' 
Fred's majority, for Fred, no more than any 
other member of the household, considered that 
it made any difference. Of course, tn the progress 
of time be would marry, and probably desire to 
be as his father bad been. But, in tbe meantime, 
be felt himself no less a boy on the morning after 
his twenty-first birthday than he bad done tbe 
morning before ; and the idea of taking the reins 
ont of bis mother's hands or desiring more freedom 
than be actually possessed, especially the freedom 
of turning her out of the bouse which was now 
legally his, or disturbing any of her arrangements, 
never occm-red to Fred. Young people brought up 
under such an easy sway as that of Mrs. Dalyell 
do not feel tbe temptation of rushing wildly into 
freedom as soon as it is legally their own. Fred 
had always been free, and he could not be more so. 
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because bis name was now at the head of all the 
family affairs, and Frederick Daljell, Esq., was 
now the official proprietor at Talton. What 
difference did it make ? The family generally 
Baid none. Of course, Fred, as the only son and 
the eldest, would have been paramount in the 
house under any oii'cumstances ; he could not be 
more than paramount now. But it was not to 
Pred that Mrs. Dalyell looked for help and advice, 
any more than it had been before ; this birth- 
day did not add experience or wisdom to the 
boy. And Mr. Wedderbum came and went just 
the same, looking after Fred's interests, spoiling 
the girls, always ready to ba referred to. It 
made no difference, nor did anybody wish that it 
should, except perhaps old Janet, whose opinion 
was not thought much of, whom Fred avoided 
carefully, and whose very existence was scarcely 
realised by the adviser of the house. As for Frad 
himeelf, his troubled thoughts bad worn themselves 
out. Whatever trouble there may be in the mind 
respecting a man who has been in his grave for 
more than a year, it dies away under the progress 
o! gentle time. To keep up the pressure of such 
misery there must be new events oeourring or to be 
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dreaded. What is altogether past affects the spirit 
in a difTurent way. If tiiere was a tragic secret 
imrevealed in the story of Roliert Daljell'a death, 
it was hidden for ever in the bitter waves that had 
swallowed him up: and the course of his young 
life had gradually swept from Fred's mind the 
burden of his father's ti'agedy. He had decided 
to go back to Oxford at the end of the first year, 
and he was sUII continaiug hie unlaborious studies 
there when the second had ended, and October, 
with its shortening days and windy skies, returned 
again. The vacation had been a Hvely one to Fred, 
and Mrs. Dalyell had l>een obliged to come oat of 
the seclusion of her widowhood on account of 
Busie, whose introduction to the world could not 
be postponed any longer. Mrs. Dalyell herself 
was not unwilling that it should be so. She vftS 
entirely contented in her home-life, yet pleased to 
vary it when need was, and the more smiling and 
brilliant side of things no longer jarred upon her 
feelings. And Susie, in all the fervour of her first 
season (though it was only in Bdinburgh), was U 
happy as the day. 

Thus it was, upon a household ai cheerful as 
could be eeen, that the shadows began to lengthen 
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in tliat October, a little before the end of the 
vacation, when Fred, who had eshaasted his own 
covers with the aBsistance of hia friends, was 
flitting about the country in a series of " last 
days" before he went back to his college. Fred's 
friends of the shooting parties had made the house 
very gay for the girls, and Mr. Wedderburn had 
thought it expedient to " put in an appearance," 
as he said, even more frequently than usual, to 
support Mrs. Daljell aud help to preserve the 
balance of the house. He came " out " four or 
five nights in the week to the house which became 
daily more and more lilte his home, and found a 
continually increasing charm in the sight of the 
pleasure of the young ones and in the company 
of their mother. "While they were carrying on 
their amusements, he coosidered it only his duty 
to flit by Mrs. Dalyell and teep her as far as 
possible from feeling the blank of the empty place. 
They could talk to each other, as only old friends 
can — of the people and places thoy had mutually 
known all their lives, of the different dispositions 
of the children, of Robert, how pleased he would 
have been to see them so happy, of the beasts in 
the little home-farm ; and of the new leasee, and 
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the new Lord of Session, and the Queen's visit 
to Edinburgh, and everything indeed that came 
within the range of their kindly world. It was 
very pleasant : Mrs. Dalyell found it so, who was 
thus able to relieve her mind of any remark that 
occurred to her, which the young ones were too 
hasty or too much occupied to listen to ; and Mr. 
Wedderburn liked it still better, feeling that he 
himself, who had never ventured to risk any of 
the great undertakings of life, had thus come to 
have the cream and perfection of quiet social 
comfort, without paying for it, without cost to 
himself or wrong to any one in life. 

On one such evening Mrs. Dalyell had been 
called away on some domestic errand, and Mr. 
Wedderburn, feeling thus a little left to himself, 
strolled out upon the terrace to look at the rising 
moon and to enjoy the softness of the evening, one 
of the last perhaps before the winter came on. It 
was a still night, and the temperature was high 
for the time of year. The country had been 
blazing in the sunlight with all the colours of 
the autumn, and even the moon brought out the 
yellow lightness in the waving birches, if not the 
russet reds and browns of the deeper foliage. 
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Nothing could be more atill : the sky resplendent, 
with here and there a puff of ethereal whiteneaa, a 
cloud scarcely to be called a cloud, imperceptibly 
floating upon a breeze that was scarcely to be 
called a breeze— a Bolt sigh of night air. It was 
ao warm that he did not hesitate to sit down, 
though at lifty-aeven one is cautious about sitting 
down in the open-air in October, even in the 
day. But the night was very soft, and so were 
Mr. Wedderburn's thoughts. It cannot be said 
they were sentimental, much less impaasioned. 
He wanted no more than he posaessed, the loving 
Icindneas of this house, the affection of the chil- 
dren, the friendship and trust of their mother. 
He was entirely satisfied to come and go, to feel 
that he was of use to them, to enjoy their society. 
A great sense of well-being filled hie mind as he 
sat there and heard the somid of their young voices 
gay and sweet coming from the billiard -room, 
where Fred and a friend or two were amusing the 
girls. There was something like a suggestion that 
more might come of that partnership of jest and 
play which was apringijig up between pretty Susie 
and one of these young men — dear little Susie ! — 
who had given up her big words, but whom her 
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father's friend still corrected and petted with 
fatherly tenderness. If it were possible to feel 
more fatherly than old Pat Wedderbum, the dry 
old Edinburgh lawyer, felt as he sat there and 
smiled in the dark at the sound of Susie's voice, 
I do not know what that quintessence of paternity 
could be. 

He was thus sitting in quiet enjoyment of the 
soUtude (which is so much sweeter a thing with 
the sense of the near vicinity of those we love than 
when we are really alone) and his own thoughts, 
when he saw, as Fred had done on a previous 
occasion, a tall figure rise as it were out of the 
soil and approach through the dark — a shadow, 
but with that independent movement of a living 
creature which is so instantly distinguishable from 
any combination of shadows. Mr. Wedderbum 
was not superstitious, but the figure as it came 
slowly towards him was one which he did not 
recognise, and he was astonished at its intrusion 
here. He rose up to intercept it — whether it was 
an unlawful visitor prowling round perhaps to see 
the handiest way of entry into an unsuspicious 
house, or some lover bound for a rendezvous, or 
some servant come out unconscious of observation 
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to take the air. But tbe new-comer wbb not afraid 
of his observation, and ha now made out that it 
was a large old woman in her cheeked shawl and 
white cap. Even then Mr. Wedderbum did not 
recognise the old woman, with whose appearance 
he was but slightly acquainted. She stopped when 
they met and made him a Blow curtsey, leaning 
upon a etick. It was too dark for bim to see her 
face. 

"Did yon want anything with me, my woman?" 
said Mr. Wedderbum. 

"Ay, sir," she said, "I just do that. You'll 
maybe not know me. I'm Janet Macalister, that 
was nurse to Mr. Eobert D'yell." 

" I have often heard of you," said Mr. Wedder- 
bum, "and I am glad to see you, Janet; not that 
I do see you, for the night's dark. And this is 
not an hour tor you to be out at your years. I£ 
you have anything to say to me we would be better 
in the hbrary or the hall," 

" Sir," said Janet, " what I have to eay is not 
for any place where we can be seeu. I came out 
here that naebody might suspect I took such a 
thing upon me ; and yet I'm forced to it — though 
I canna tell yon why." 



272 THE WAYS OP LIFE. 

"This sounds very mysterious," said Mr. 
Wedderbum; "but I hope there's nothing very 
wrong." 

"Mr. Wedderbum," said Janet, "you're very 
often at our house." 

" Eh ! " cried Mr. Wedderbum, in amazement, 
"at your house? Oh, you mean at Yalton, I 
suppose. And have you any objections to that? " 

" Yes, sir," said Janet firmly, " the greatest of 
objections. Do you not know, Mr. Wedderbum, 
that the mistress is still but a young woman (to 
have such a family), and that she is a widow with 
naebody to defend her good name — and here are 
you, a marriageable man, haunting her house 
every night of your life. Bide a moment, sir, and 
listen to me. Oh, it's nothing to laugh at — it's 
just very serious. Tou are here morning, noon, 
and night " — (here there was a murmur from the 
unfortunate man of " No, no ! not so bad as that ") 
— "and I ask ye to take your ain sense and 
judgment to your help and tell me what folk will 
think that sees that ? " 

" Think ! " faltered Mr. Wedderbum. " Woman, 
you must have taken leave of your senses. What 
is it you mean? — and what should they think 
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but that I'm the friend o! the family and a very 
attached one, and that it's my busineBs to be 
here ? " 

"Oh, sir, ye'll not content your ain judgment 
with that, far leas the reat ot the world ! It's no 
buainesa that brings ye here. Ye come beeaaae 
you're fain and fond to come. I am the oldeat 
person about the house, and it would ill become 
me to see my bairn's wife put in a wrong position, 
and never say a word. Sir, the miatreaa ia a 
bonnie and a pleasant woman." 

" I have nothing to say against that." 

"And no age to apeak of. And you yonrsel' 
what are ye? Comparatively speaking, a young 
man." 

" Comparatively in the furthest sense. I am 
much obliged to you, Janet." 

"Don't think, sir," said Janet, solemnly, "that 
you can carry it off with a laugh. I will not aee 
the mistress put in a wrong poaition, and never 
say a word. It may be want of thought ; but you 
must aee, if you consider, that she's not like a 
young lass to be courted and married. And still 
less is she one to be made a talk of in all the 
country aide. I will not have my miatrcsa exposed 
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to detractions, and none to the fore to put a stop to 
them ! " said Janet with excitement, striking her 
staff on the gravel. 

Mr. Wedderburn stood, feeling the old woman 
tower over him with her palsied head and threaten- 
ing air; he was half angry, half amused, wholly 
discomfited and startled. The situation was ludic- 
rous, and yet it was embarrassing. To be startled 
out of the happiness of his thoughts by such an 
interruption, brought to book by an old servant, 
warned as it were off the premises by the nurse, 
was almost too whimsical and absurd a position to 
be treated as serious ; and yet there was an uncom- 
fortable reality at the bottom which he could not 
elude. 

*' Janet," he said, " my woman — do you not 
think you are going a little too far ? I was just 
as often at this house when Eobert D'yell himself 
was here." 

" No, Mr. Wedderburn, not half so often." 

" Nonsense, woman, much more often I and in 
any way I am not answerable to you. The last 
thing I could think of," he added in a troubled 

tone, " would be to — would be You are daft, 

Janet ! I'm their trustee and the nearest of their 



MB. BOBEBT DALTELL. 



276 



h-iends; how dare you say a word about my visits? 
I will say nothing to your miBtress, but I must 
reqaest you to refrain from such remarks, or 



"Sir," cried Janet, "you needna threaten me, 
for you're not the master here! " 

" No, I am not the master here," said Mr. 
Wedderburn ; " but if you think anybody will have 

eneodragement to Bet up ill stories about No," 

he said, checking himeelf, "I will not blame you 
with that. You've made a mistake ; but no doubt 
your meaning was good — only never let me hear it 
any more." 

" Oh, sir," cried Janet, " the human heart's an 
awfu' deceitful thing. I could find it in my heart 
to go down on my knees, and beg you — oh, for tlie 
Lord's sake ! — to go away before there's any harm 
done fi'om this misfortunate house," 

" The woman's daft I " cried Mr, Wedderburn. 

But it gave him a dazed and troubled look when 
he appeared in the drawing-room some time later. 
He was very silent all the rest of the evening, 
Bometimes casting an almost furtive look round 
him from one face to another; sometimes red, 
sometimes pale. Once or twice he broke out into 
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a carious laugh when there seemed Utile occasion 
for it. ''I am afraid you have taken cold, Mr. 
Wedderbum; it was too late to be sitting out on 
an October night," said Mrs. Dalyell. 

" I don't think I've taken cold— but I think I'll 
return to my room, with your kind permission, for 
I have some things to plan out/' said the lawyer. 
It was so unlike him that they all agreed something 
must be the matter. Had he got bad news ? Had 
he been troubled about business? '' Perhaps he 
had taken something that had disagreed with him," 
Mrs. Dalyell suggested. Whatever it was, he was 
not like himself. 

No, he was very unlike himself. He gave a 
shame-faced look in the glass when he went to 
his room, and burst out into a low, long laugh. 
''I'm a pretty person ! " he said to himself. And 
then he became suddenly grave — graver, almost, 
than he had ever been in all his serious life. 



CHAPTER Vn. 



It was not until Fred Dalyell'a return from Oxlord 
in the spring that he became aware of the rumour 
which had already begun to spread through the 
neighbourhood and to he diecuBsed in the Edinburgh 
drawing- rooms J that his mother was about to marry 
again. He had seen when he returned home that 
the girls were a little overcast and subdued, and 
that there was a little Sush as of uneasiness and 
embarrassment on Mrs. Dalyell's face. It is difficidt 
at first for a long absent member of a family 
coming back, to find such a cloud in the air, to 
discover whether this is only the moment of a 
storm, whether it means some trifling disagree- 
ment—for trifles become great in the inclosure 
of the household walls — or whether something 
important and fundamental is intimated by these 
restrained phrases and averted looks. He thought 
that perhaps there had been a "breeze," that 
Bnsie was getting into the wilful stage, and, 
distracted by hopes and prospects of her own. 
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liad been opposing or defying her mother; that 
the tenants had been troublesome, backward on 
rent-day, or bothering about those eternal repairs, 
which he wondered that old Wedderbum could 
allow to worry his mother. But this did not seem 
enough to account for the visible but unexplained 
trouble in the house. When he caught Susie by 
the arm and drew her aside to ask, ** What's the 
matter?*' she shook off his hand with a cry of 
** Oh, don't ask me, Fred," and escaped from him, 
leaving him more bewildered than ever. What 
could it mean ? It seemed to the young man that 
they all avoided him on this first evening of his 
return. His mother did not call him into her 
room to ask those minute and repeated questions 
with which mothers are so apt to tease their boys. 
**0h, confound it! Now I am going to be put 
through my catechism ! " he said usually, when 
he was called to one of these examinations; but 
its omission gave him a shock which was still more 
disagreeable. Could it be possible that his mother 
did not want to see him alone, and that the girls 
were afraid to be questioned by him? Fred felt 
very uncomfortable, without the faintest notion 
what could be the cause of it, when he perceived 
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this conetrained condifcion of the house. Then it 
suddenly occurred to him that old Pat Wedderburn, 
aa he was generally and profanely called, had not 
come to meet him as had invariably been the case 
till now. 

"By the by," he cried, "I felt that something 
was wanting, but I couldn't make out what it was. 
What has become of old Pat ? " 

" You should speak a little more respectfully, 
Fred, of our oldest friend," said his mother 
reproachfully; but she did not look at him, and 
the flush grew deeper on her face, which was bent 
over her work. As for Susie, she pushed her chair 
away, and almost turned her back upon her mother, 
Fred immediately divined that old Pat had been 
objecting to some of Susie's flirtations, which 
was odd, as Susie was known to be his favourite 
of all. 

" Oh, Pm respectful enough," he said. " I don't 
mean any harm. The house doesn't seem natural 
without bim. Why isn't he here to-night? " 

"He has not been with us quite so much of 
lato," said Mrs. Dalyell, never lifting her eyes 
from her work ; " but he is coming out to-morrow, 
and he will tell you himself, Fred." 
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** Has anytking gone wrong?" he asked amazed; 
for the girls, whose voices generally ran chattering 
through everything, and who on an ordinary 
occasion would have thrown in half-a-dozen re- 
markSi sat still as two stone images, Susie with 
her head averted, Alice buried in a book, which 
she held between her and the light. 

'* I request," said Mrs. Dalyell, in a voice some- 
what high-pitched and imperative, as if she 
expected to encounter opposition, "that there be 
no more about it till to-morrow night." 

" Oh, if it is me you mean, mamma, you may 
be sure there will be no more about it — ^till 
Doomsday — ^from me ! " 

" Susie ! " cried her brother in amazement. 
But Susie's only reply was to burst from the room 
in a flush of rage and opposition, such as Fred 
had never seen in his quiet home before. Alice 
followed her quickly, and the young man thought 
that now at last there was some chance of having 
it out. " I suppose," he said, " that old Pat has 
been at her for flirting — the little pussy that she 
has grown." 

But before he had finished his little speech 
Mrs. Dalyell, too, had risen from her chair, and, 
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standing with her back to him, was putting her 
work ft way. 

" You must axcase me," she said, " my dear 
boy, if I don't enter into it to-night. I'm — a little 
tired aad pat out. I must go and look after those 
girls; and though it'a your first night at home, it's 
late, and I don't think I shall come down again. 
After your journey, Fred, yoa should go early to 
bed." 

"After my journey!" he cried with angry 
dismay. " "What has my journey to do with it ? 
But never mind, mother, if you're tired. I'll come 
to your room, and have a talk over the fire." 

"Not to-night," she said, and kissed him. She 
lingered a moment, patting him on the shoulder 
with her hand. " I know it must seem strange to 
you, Fred — but not to-night, not to-night." 

As a matter of fact, the least imaginative ol 
lookera-on will allow that the position of a middle- 
aged mother who has to tell her grown-up son that 
she is going to marry again must be an embarraa- 
Bing one. Mrs. Dalyell was not like a girl expecting 
ecstatic happiuess in the union with the man she 
loves. It was an arrangement which had come to 
seem natural, partly because she wanted someone 
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to lean npon, and ill-natured gossips (as she heard) 
objected to that constant, easy, unembarrassing 
presence of the household friend, which she and 
her children had found so comfortable — without 
the existence of some closer bond. She would 
rather honestly have had Mr. Wedderbum on his 
old footing; but, if she could not have him on 
his old footing, it was better to marry him than 
to lose him. This had been the unimpassioned 
fashion of Mrs. Dalyell's thoughts. And he wished 
it. A man, it appeared, even at fifty-sevon, could 
not content himself with the friendship which was 
quite enough for a woman. Perhaps she was a 
little flattered to know that this was so, and that 
in her mature matronhood she still had charms. 
And she had thought, as he assured her, that it 
would draw the family bonds closer and make so 
little difference. The chief difference would be 
that he would come of right, instead of only for 
love, and that the interests of her family would be 
his own, not only much more than his own, as they 
were at present. It had seemed very plausible', as 
he set all the advantages forth, which indeed Fat 
Wedderbum had done, not only to calm her 
scruples, but also his own ; for, had she but known 
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it, he too waa very well contented with the existing 
position of affairs. But if Mrs. Daljell had known 
the trouble it would have given her — the ■wild 
vexation of the girls, and the horrible necessity of 
having to tell Fred ! No, that last was what she 
eould not do. She had intended to do it on his 
return, but her courage had failed her. Tell your 
grown-up son that you are going to marry ! No, 
no, she could not do it. And when two years had 
not yet elapsed from his father's death ! " Oh," 
she said to herself, " it was no wrong to Robert ! 
Oh, no, no wrong to Robert ! It was a different 
thing, not to be thought of in the same way." But 
still, when it came to the point, she could not do 
it, it was beyond her power. 

Fred could not tell what to think : he was angry 
and vexed and cast down by the strange reception 
he had received. The first night at home, which 
was always so pleasant, the girls hanging about 
him with a hundred things to ask and to tell, his 
mother beaming with affection and pleasure on her 
united family. And here he was left alone, the 
lamps burning with a sort of calm intelligence as 
if they knew all about it, the clock chuckling at 
him on the mantel-piece. Foggo came in with the 
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tea-tray, and looked round in astonishment for the 
ladies, then shook his head solemnly and went 
away, leaving the little silver kettle boiling over its 
spirit-lamp. Foggo knew too. The very kettle 
puffed out its steam in Fred's face like a mockery. 
Everybody knew — except the forlorn young master 
of the house, who knew nothing, and could not even 
form a guess what the mystery could be. 

He was not however destined to spend that night 
in uncertainty. As he went upstairs, passing with 
a sense of injury the closed doors of his mother's 
and his sisters' rooms, Fred heard himself called 
in a whisper from the end of the corridor. Had he 
reflected for a moment he would have known who it 
must be. But with his mind full of his present trouble 
he did not reflect ; he turned round quickly, hoping 
to see one of his sisters, and it was not till he 
found himself in the clutches of old Janet that he 
recognised the danger of her interference. " Has 
she told ye, Mr. Fred ? " whispered the old woman, 
approaching her formidable head in the big mutch, 
and with its little palsied movement, to the young 
man's face. " Told me what ? " he cried with 
impatience. "Oh, my bonnie lad, dinna lose 
your temper — you'll have need of all your 
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patience. That she's going to be married upon 
Pat Wedderburn! " 

Tred gave a hoarse cry, which ran along the 
whole coiTidor into his motiier'a closed room, who 
heard it and trembled — and to Suaie'a, who sat half 
desperate over her fire longing for her brother. 
Not for a moment did Fred doubt the news : it 
explained everything ; but he fled from the creature 
of ill-omen, the woman who gave it, with a senae 
of hatred and rage, for which indeed there was no 
warrant so far as she was concerned. " This is 
your doing !" he cried with fantastic bitterness. 
Why should he hate Janet, and how eould it be 
her doing ? he asked himself afterwards. But at 
the moment it seemed to the distracted young man 
as if this old retainer was one of the Fates, the 
enemy, not the friend of the house. He wonld not 
wait to hear another word, but rushed upatahs and 
shut himself in hia room, ag if some evil thing had 
been at hisheela. Married ! — hia mother, his father's 
wife, the first authority of his life — the woman 
without reproach— mamma ! With that last baby- 
cry the cup was filled. The young man flung himself 



upon his face on his bed. And what s 



inhappy 



houae it was which the darkness held that night 
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concealed in its outer mantle of peace! Unhappy 
without any cause, for there was no evil going to 
be done — ^no harm : so far as any of these troubled 
people knew. 

Mr. Wedderbum, who came "out" next day 
with an embarrassment not less than that of Mrs. 
Dalyell, was roused a little by the desperate self- 
repression with which Fred received the official 
announcement. "My boy," he said, "it may vex 
you that there should be any change, but what 
we are doing is no wrong to you — ^nor to any man." 

" I have not said it was," said Fred sullenly. 

" No, you have not said it was — but you seem to 
think it's an unpardonable step. It is nothing of 
the kind," said Mr. Wedderbum, indignant. " The 
time will come when you will think fit to marry, 
and then your mother will be turned out of her 
house ; and that will seem the most natural thing 
in the world. Why should she not have one by her 
side that will make her comfort his care? Tour 
father would have wished it. She's not a person to 
stand alone to fight with the world/* 

" She has her children." 

" Her children ! Susie, who will have a hus- 
band of her own as soon as the lad has enough to 
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live on ; and Alice, who will lollow her sister's 
example; and you — when are you here to keep 
yoor mother company ? A month in the vacations 
when the house is full — and a marriage whenever 
it strikes your fancy, with her turned adi-Lft. No, 
no, my young man ! Ton may not like it, you may 
Bcorn both her and me for it. But that face ! — as 
if yoa were wronged and shamed. Come, come, 
Fred, that's not an air to put on with an old and 
faithful friend like me." 

" I know you are a faithful friend," cried the 
young man resentfully. " I never doubted you for 
a moment." 

"But never dreamed that I would push my 
devotion so far? Well, I have done it, you see. 
And it's your business, my young man, to make 
the best of it, and accept what all the powers on 
earth shall not prevent, I promise you," cried the 
old lawyer with some heat. There were many 
people throughout Scotland who were aware that 
it was not a safe thing to go too far with old 
Pat Wedderburn. 

Mrs. Dalyell, however, inBisted upon one thing — 
that the marriage should not take place until two 
years after her husband's death, bd that there were 
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yet Beveral moDtha of discomfort to get throDgh. 
However it might end, there could be little doubt 
that in the meantime an element of estrema 
discomfort waa brought into the house. Mr. 
Wedderburn, whoso happiiieaa had been to spend 
hall the eveningB of his life at Yalton, came less 
frequently and waa not happy vben ha came. 
Susie had turned into a httte firebrand, all tha 
more disdiiinful and offended by hor mother's inten- 
tions that she was oti the eve of a similar change 
in her own person. Little AJice swayed from one 
party to the other, sometimes impertinent, some- 
times mournful. The step which waa to bring 
additional happiness in the end (or so it is the 
conventional necessity to suppose) in the meantime 
brought nothing but discord, division and doubt, 
and made the entire party unhappy. How much 
better, even the two principals secretly thouglit in 
their hearts, to have gone on in the old happy 
routine as things were ! 

Fred came home again in Tune after variouB 
wanderings, visits here and there. He intended to 
go away before the marriage, and iu the existing 
state of circumstances to make as short a stay aa 
ha could at Yalton, from which his mother 
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to remove after this event, leaving the hoTise to 
be taken posseesion of by her son. Naturally it 
waa not a very joyfnl visit: the mother held her 
domestic place with a kind of unsmiling composure, 
doing everything as before, ignoring as much as 
posHible the difference in her children's faces ; and 
a Utile polite conversation went on between those 
who had been ao happily united, and twittered 
and chattered like the birds a few months before. 
Mrs. Dalyell would not allow herself to be moved, 
would not show the impatience which possessed 
her, kept firm with an immovable steadiness, let- 
ting the young ones go and come without remark. 
It waa more difficult for them, who could not 
ignore her, and whose foolish young hearts were 
eagerly bent on sending little darts into her, saying 
things between themselves which she could scarcely 
resent, yet which went to her heart. And the 
girls would drag then- brother to the other end of 
the long drawing-room, hanging one on each arm, 
I talking low in bis ear, while their mother sat at 

I the table by the lamp, apparently taking no notice. 
B They were very cruel to her, chiefly in ignorance, 

I resenting the fact that she did not mind, and 

I unable to feel any human oharity for her, as she 
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sat tbere isolated, oonsciooa of their conspiracy 
against her. Mrs. Dalyell'a apirit was roosed a 
little by this pereecation. She had been doubtfal 
enoagh of the expediency of what she was aboat to 
do from the first, hut she became more and more 
determined to hold to her resolution as they thus 
onited against her : and — ^what she never thought 
could have been the case — began to long for 
the day when she should be delivered from this 
domestic tyranny and OQce more breathe freely in 
an atmosphere where she would not be constrained. 
Thns it may be supposed there was little comfort 
one way or another in the troubled house ; and it 
became the order of the da.y to make the evening 
as short as possible, to go to bed early, to finish 
apon any terms, at the earliest moment, the dreary, 
unattractive evening hours. 

Fred was following the little line of ladies with 
their candles up the stairs, when he was once more 
stopped, but this time openly, by old Janet. She 
came to the edge of the great staircase in her 
nodding mutuh and checked shawl. " Will yon 
give me two or three minutes, Mr. Fred," she said. 

"For what do you want two or three minutes? 
I have no time at present," he said quickly, for 
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Susie, who was nearest to him in the procession, 
had stopped upon the stairs, holding up her candle 
and looking back upon hun. She was like a 
picture, with her hght held up and falling upon 
her white dresa. 

" But jou must come," said Janet in a shrill 
whisper. " You must come. Eemomber what 
your father said — and this time it's a matter of 
life and death," 

" How do you know what my father said ? " 

" Ay, that's a question. Come with me, my 
bonnie man — oh, eome with me and you shall 
know all." 

Susie stood like a little light-bearer holding up 
the candle. ""Who are you talking to there, Fred, 
in the dark?" 

'■ No one," he said, with the prompt unconscious 
impulse of a child accused. 

" No one ! Why, it's Janet. Oh, is that all ? " 
said Susie. She lowered her light at once and 
turned away with the profoundest indifference. 
The sight of Janet conveyed no sense of excite- 
ment or mystery to the girl who saw her every 
day. 

Fred obeyed the old wi man sulkily and with the 
t2 
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greatest reluctance. He would not have done so at 
all Imd not Susie Been her. But he could not show 
to Susie that he had any reluctance to speak to old 
Janet, whom the younger memhors of the family 
had always held by against all the objections of the 
younger Borvanta. He went mechanically after her, 
with a strong return of that resentment which 
he had felt againat hia father for the recommen- 
dation to consult her. It waB grievous to be made 
to think of that at auch & moment, when his father 
had become more sacred to him than ever, in face of 
the desecrating change that was about to take place, 
the injury to that beloved memory. It was the 
only gi'ievance Fred had against his father. He 
tried to force it from his mind, to have patience 
with the old woman as he followed her. She 
belonged to him. She had been faithful to him all 
his life. Perhaps she wanted to make sure that 
ahe should be provided for when his mother left the 
place, when Yalton was in his possession alone. 
Oh, certainly she should be provided tor, till her 
last hour 1 The only one that was faithful to Aim. 
Neither friend nor wife had been faithful to him, 
but his old nurse was faithful. She was saererl 
to his son for his sake, 
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Fred made hia heart Boft with these thoughts ; 
he overcame his own opposition almost altogether, 
partly with the sentiment of the nurse's faithfulness, 
partly with his resentment against the others ; and 
he was ready when be found himself in Janet's 
room, face to face with her in the light of her lamp, 
to offer her any assurance of his protection and 
certainty she might require as to her living and her 
home. Janet, however, put no question to him 
on any such score, Slie shut the door and came 
up close to him in the lamp-light. "Mr. Fred," 
she said, "you maun take courage, my bonnie man. 
There are dreadful things to be said to you to-night. 
Just summon all your strength and read that." 

Fred started at the sight of the paper she put 
before his eyes. "I see," he said, "it is my 
father's writing. But you need not show me any 
letter. He told me himself, the day before he 
died " 

" Oh, laddie, laddie ! take it and read it before I 
go out o' my senses," Janet cried. 

He took the paper into his hands. Hia father's 
handwriting, there could be no doubt ; but no 
suspicion of the truth was in Fred's mind. He 
gluiced over it, and thought to liimseli that he had 
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gone out of his senses, as Janet said, or had lost 
himself in some incoherent dream. "My wife's 
marriage must be stopped." What did that mean? 
A man who died two years ago, how could he write 
about an event of to-day ? Was he going mad ? 
Was he in a dream ? Was it some delusion which 
she had put by witchcraft before his eyes ? " My 
wife's marriage must be stopped." "How could 
he know? " he asked with blanched lips. "How 
could he tell there would be a marriage?" He 
turned upon her a face blank of all expression, 
pale, in a horror of enlightenment about to come. 

"Oh, boy, boyl cannot ye see?" cried Janet. 
She put forth a long trembling finger and thrust 
it at the paper, pointing to the date. Fred looked 
and read. He read it a second time aloud, a 
strange terror growing upon him : " June 8, 18 — ." 

"Why," he said, "why ." Then, stammering 

and stumbling over the words, broke down. "Why, 
why," he began again with a laugh, "we cannot 
all be mad and going to Bedlam ! It's this year : 
June 3, 18—." 

The old woman grasped him by both his hands. 
"It's this year — and we're no mad^ though often, 
often I've felt on the edge of it We^re no mad," 
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she repeated, "and it'a this year, and the man that 
wrote that is in the house this bleBsed night, Mr. 
Fred ! " 

God help the lad I He had but turned his black 
and terrible countenance upon her, holding the 
b.tter helplessly in his hands, when there sounded 
through the house, cutting the silence like a knife, 
a sudden wild cry, a shriek, lasting only for a 
second, but piercing to the heart of the night, 
to the heart of the house, like some sudden 
horrible event. It was followed almost imme- 
diately after by a rush of muiHed feet along the 
passage : the door was pushed open violently, yet 
silently, and someone came in like a shot from 
a pistol, as sudden and unexpected. Fred felt 
himself shrink towards the wall in hJs horror and 
Eimaze. It was a man who had come in — a man 
with a beard which covered half his face, yet 
showed a curious kind of smile coming out of 
the midst of it, though the eyes wore full of an 
almost tragic seriousness. Fred had fallen back 
against the wall as this new-comer appeared. 
The room swam round and roimd in his eyes, a 
darkness came over him, he saw nothing for 
a moment : then slowly came to himself, and saw 
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again, within reach of him, so near that he could 
have touched him, this man — whom he had never 
seen before. Oh, could he but have been sure that 
he had never seen him before ! His heart stopped 
beating — and then with a flutter and a spring went 
on again, as if it would have leaped out of hie 
breast. The shock of the supernatural, the horror 
of an awful discovery, came into the young man's 
brain and almost paralysed it as they clashed 
together. Ah, had it been but the supernatural! 
But as that face emerged out of the mist, Fred saw 
that it was that of a living man — and that he heard 
it talking — it — as living men do. 

" You have told him, Janet ? " 

"No a moment too soon — just as you were 
coming. Let the laddie be, let him come to 
himself. And what was it you were doing ? Did 
she — or you ? ** 

" I have given her a fright that will put a stop 
to that," he said, with a strange laugh, hard and 
harsh : and then he flung himself into a chair, 
throwing off a dark cloak in which he had been 
wrapped from head to foot. He added after a 
moment with a groan, " The way of transgressors 
is hard ! " and hid his face in his hands. 
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Fred had not moved nor said a word, neither had 
this strange intruder, save for one glance, taken 
any notice ol him. The young man stood up 
ngaiiiBt the wall, supporting himself by it in a sort 
of conscious ewoon and suspense of being. A 
moment is like an hour in such a horror of] dis- 
covery ; the idea that was too dreadful to entertain 
becomes possible, certain, familiar, before you have 
had time to draw a second breath. His father not 
dead — not a shameful suicide to cheat the insurance 
companies as his son had once feared — but a still 
more shameful survivor, having cheated them, 
having saved his family and cleared his name by 
the most dreadful, the moat false of frauds, the 
most tremendous of lies. Fred's whole being surged 
up like a stormy sea in fierce and violent reaction 
as soon as he got command again of his stunned 
faculties — he who had suffered so much misery from 
the thought that his father had taken his own life 
in his despair, but who had of late become so tender 
of his memory, so indignant with those who forgot 
or were faithless to him ! And lo, all his pangs 
were unnecessary, all his love deceived, and here 
was the man, living ! — a swindler, and a cheat, 
worse than a bankrupt — having saved his reputation 
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and the comfort of his family by a cheat, the worst 
of frauds, the most disgracefol. Fred had been 
ready to defy the world for his father when he came 
upstairs that evening. He tamed now with loath- 
ing from the name. Father ! What did the word 
mean? — a cheat, a swindler, the most prodigious 
and incredible of liars. The youth was hard, as 
youth is, stem and inexorable. He took nothing 
into account, neither the motive nor the tremendous 
sacrifice involved, nor least of all the thought that 
he himself had profited by this dreadful act. 
Profited ?— he ?— Fred ? His first act must be to 
denounce the fraud, to offer restitution. The man 
should escape first — that he would allow, but no 
more. 

Old Janet came up to him and laid her hand 
upon his shoulder. " Oh, Mr. Fred, are you not 
going to say a word to him? — not a word of 
kindness ? Oh, Mr. Fred, your father ! that has 
sacrificed just everything in the world." 

"I have no father," said Fred hoarsely. "My 
father is dead." 

The unfortunate man raised his head from his 
hands, and the familiar eyes, the eyes that had 
smiled upon the boy's childhood, but which smiled 
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no more, tragic in the miBery of a renunciation 
which was more bitter — but, alas ! not honourable 
like death — turned towards the stem and angry 
boy with a strange look, not of appeal, but of 
surprise. The offender knew very well all that was 
involved to himself in what he had done. He 
knew that it cut him off as a living man from all 
knowledge of his family, from all possibility of 
reunion — that he was dead and worse, so far as 
old surroundings were concerned ; but he was not 
prepared for his son's stern condemnation. He had 
anticipated wonder, consternation— but, oh, surely 
some touch of pleasure in eeeing him restored from 
the dead, some burst of welcome from Fred ! He 
uncovered his face and looked with a ghastly 
astonishment at the son who thaa cast him off 
without a word. 

"Maister Freddie, for God's sake! think what 
you are saying. Speak a word to him ! " 

"I have nothing to say," said Fred. "I will 
make the truth known in a week from this time — 
if it is the truth. I will be no partf to a fraud. 
I loved my father that died, and hia memory, but 
I can be no party to a fraud. In a week's time " 

The stranger never said a word ; he aa* ' » 
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with things unutterable m his eyes, wonder above 
all. His boy! it was cruel, barbarous, inhuman; 
but — ^this strange visitor did not condemn the 
youth. He looked at him with an inconceivable 
surprise — ^his boy — Fred! He did not make 
any protest, but sat up, strangely awakened — 
wondering: even the object of his visit fading in 
comparison with this shock for which he was not 
prepared. 

All this time there had been sounds of rushing 
footsteps and ringing of bells through the house, 
the commotion of some sudden event breaking into 
the quiet of the night. And then came a distant 
sound of Susie's voice, calling: "Fred! Fred!" 
The young man's heart was rent with passionate 
emotion, such as he had never known in his life 
before. 

" Nobody must come in here," he said, " to find 
a stranger in the house. If my mother has been 
frightened, I will tell her. But not if I can help it. 
Now, the only thing remaining for me is to make 

the truth known — when " He paused. He 

could not address that dreadful spectre directly; 
his heart was bitter within him at the man who 
had thus killed for ever his father's memory, the 
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ideal which he had cherished in his father's name. 
"When he has decided what to do.** 

There was a dreadful pause in Janet's room 
when the young man went away. Then the 
stranger said in a musing tone : " So that's what 
Fred has come to in a couple of years. You see, 
Janet, you have not been so successful as you 
thought." 

" Oh, my man, oh, my bonnie man ! the callant 
is just distracted with wonder and fear." 

" There's more in it than that — and he's right, 
Janet. We were wrong, you and I. And I must 
just abide the consequences. I'll lie down on your 
bed for an hour or two, if you're sure it's safe. 
And then I'll take the gate. It will be for ever this 
time, you can tell that boy. I'll neither make nor 
meddle more; and if he's wibe he'll let sleeping 
dogs lie/* 



CHAPTER Vm. 

BoBEBT Dalybll stolo forth from the house which 
was his own, yet could never more be his, in what 
would have been the dead of night had it been any 
other season but June and any place but a northern 
country. It was already daylight, with a pearl- 
like radiance as of spiritual day, and something 
more mystic and almost awful in the silence of 
night, combined with this diffusion of lovely light, 
than any darkness could have been. He seemed 
to see the great spreading landscape like a picture, 
with his own single and soUtary figure in it, with a 
momentary terror of himself alone in that great 
surrounding silence. He was not afraid of being 
seen, as he was when he had stolen under cover of 
ttie brief darkness into the house ; but it occurred 
to him that anybody who should look out of a 
curtained window or from the crevice of a closed 
shutter, and see him walking along at an hour 
when nobody was abroad, would be afraid of him 
as an unnatural wanderer in the wide brightness 
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which was night. He was in point of fact a ghost, 
as he had been beUeyed to be— a man with no place 
or meaning in the world, with his name upon a 
funeral tablet, and his place knowing him no more; 
and hke a ghost he passed through the pale diffused 
light which taet no shadow. Never man was in a 
position more strange and cruel. He had made 
the sacrifice of his life, not as his son and his 
friend had feared, by suicide, but in a more 
dreadful way. He had put himself to death, and 
yet be lived. The man had been in this living 
death for nearly two years. He had lost every- 
thing — himself, his name, and his personal identity, 
as well as wife and children, and home and living. 
And yet he had never fully realised what it was till 
now. Something of the Bohemian, Homething of 
the adventtuer in the man, which had been hidden 
under the most decorous esterior for nearly fifty 
years, had made that curious new start in existence 
almost amusing to him in its absolute novelty and 
relief from the long monotony of usual life. 

Even his sudden going home, with the object of 
frightening hie wife out of a marriage which would 
have been no marriage, bad something of thn 
character of a jest in it. But there was no 
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any jest in the matter. He had seen his wife, he 
had seen his son, and he was at last aware of what 
it was he had done — the darker aspect of it — the 
dishonour to others, the deadly extinction of him- 
self, the end of everything which he had accom- 
plished, almost with a light heart. A ghost indeed, 
offending the eyes and chilling the very soul of 
those who were most near and dear to him. *' A 
swindler," the boy had said. Was he a swindler? 
To be sure the insurance oflSces would never have 
paid that money had they known; but surely he 
had paid the price for it. He had died to all 
intents and purposes. He had given himself 
for his children — a living sacrifice — not less, but 
more than if he had really died and been thrown 
up by the sea, as everybody believed, on Portobello 
sands. It is hard to see guilt in a transaction, not 
for your own advantage, for which you have given 
your life. Robert Dalyell did not blame his son ; 
he could perceive that there was much in what 
Fred said, though his heart swelled in his breast 
against that injustice. He was not angry with 
Fred, but much impressed, and moved (strangely 
enough) to something like satisfaction by his son's 
demeanour. The boy was a good boy, wounded in 



MR, KOBEUT daltell. 



305 



bia honour, and therefore inexorable, but only as a 
good man would wisb his boy to be. He was glad 
Fred was an honourable fellow, feeling it like that. 
Poor Dalyell himself had all the instincts and 
habits of mind of an honourable man; he had not 
seen the diiihonour in it ; he had thought that, 
giving his lite for it as he had done, there was 
nothing morally wrong in his act. Surely he bad 
bought the money dear : it was not for him ; it was 
for them, and for their good. There they were, all 
of them— -the wife who was about to give him a 
succ368or within two years, and the boy who was 
himself hia successor — sate in Yalton, honoured, 
respected, enjoying the position to which they were 
bom : while he was an outcast, without anything 
but what he made for himself, and the boy called 
him a swindler ! He was an honest boy for all 
that, and Dalyell's mind had a certain forlorn 
satisfaction in it: though a more forlorn being than 
he, walking, walking like a ghost through that 
morning light which began in itS pearly paleness 
to warm to the rising of the sun, could not be. It 
was wonderful at what leis-nra he was, in the utter 
forlornness of his being, to think of them all. He 
was not sorry that he had given himself to save 
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them. The only thing he was sorry for was that, 
being dead, he had interfered at all. He ought to 
have gone upon his own way — married, too, as he 
might have done, and got himself new ties in his 
new life. He believed now that there would have 
been no harm in that. There would be no harm 
in it. He would get away as quickly as it waE 
practicable, and get back to his new world, and thie 
time he would feel himself really emancipated. 
He would think no more of the bonds of the past. 
She should be free to marry if she liked, and so 
would he. This old world and he had nothing 
to do with each other any more. 

The foolish thing was that he had come at all 
on this fooPs errand. It was all the old woman's 
fault. It had been weak of him to let her into his 
secret, to keep himself up with news of home, to 
be moved by her horror at this marriage. Why 
should not she marry if she wished to do so ? She 
had been a good wife to him, and he had made 
her a widow. He had known that she was not a 
woman who could act for herself, that she was one 
who must have a caretaker, a manager of external 
matters? Why should he interfere with her? It 
was all that confounded old woman's scruples. 
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But Dalyell decided that he would interfere no 
more, that he would go back whence he came and 
marry too, and thus justify his wife. The man'a 
heart was very heavy in hia breast when he made 
this resolution; but yet he had a great courage, 
and was determined to stand up against fate and 
get a new life for himself, being thus horribly, 
hopelessly cut off from the old. The boy would 
not carry out his threat if he disappeared thus, 
and was heard of no more. And all would be well 
with them, all would go right, as he had meant it 
should when he gave up hia life. 

By this time the sun had risen, the birds had 
begun to twitter and hold their morning conversa- 
tiona about all the business of Hfe before it was 
time to tuna up for the concert of the day. Where 
was he going ? He had left such things as be had 
brought with him at a little lonely wayside public- 
house near the sea before he went to Talton, but 
it was atiU too early to get admittance there. 
He found himself on the shore before he knew. 
Yalton was not above a few miles from the sea, or 
rather from the Firth in its upper part, not far 
from the spot where that monstrous prodigy oi 
seience, about which so many trumpets have been 
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blown, the Forth Bridge, now strideB hideous 
across the lovely inlet — those golden gates through 
which the westering sun was wont to strean) 
unbroken from the upper reaches of the great 
estuary upon the stronger tides below. Dalyell 
came out upon it suddenly, forgetting in the 
intense preoccupation of his thoughts where he 
was. The sun had risen beyond the distant 
Grampians, touching the Fife villages all along the 
coast with gold. The air was damp, yet sweet 
with the saltness of the sea in it, and the breath of 
distance and the sensation of the vast unknown to 
which this great, splendid ocean pathway was one 
of the ways. When Dalyell came out thus upon 
the shore he was the one speck of animated being 
in the whole still world. He sat down to rest for 
a little upon a rock. At three o'clock in the morn- 
ing there is nothing stirring, not even the cattle, 
though they were waking and thinking of an early 
breakfast in the fields. He sat there and noted, 
and thought over it all again. He was very forlorn, 
but not angry with anybody, scarcely vexed by the 
thought that he was so soon forgotten. He even 
laughed a little at the thought of Pat Wedderbum. 
How had he got himself the length of that idea of 
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marrying ? He divined old Pat's thoughts, a little 
troubled by the necessity, going bravely through it. 
He had no sense of resentment towards any of 
them. As soon as there was any one stirring about 
the "Dim Cow" he would steal in and get his 
things and some breakfast, and talie himself off at 
once and for ever — never, whatever happened, to 
interfere again. 

But in the meantime there was some time to 
wait, and the sun was growing warmer every 
moment, and the tide was in, and the little wave- 
lets rippling along the shore. Baths were not 
luxuries known at the "Dun Cow," and here was 
the bath he liked best, ready before him. It would 
be the last time he would ever bathe in his native 
waters. He slippod out of hie clothes, laid them 
in a little heap, without even thinking how on one 
supreme occasion he had done that before, and 
plunging from the nearest rock launched himself 
into the aea and sunshine. It would brace him up 
for the journeys and troubles of the day. 

Dalyell swam about for some time, and dived 
and sported in the water like a hoy, with a curious 
sudden lightness of heart. He could not make up 
his mind to come out of the water. And the 
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northern seas are cold at three o'clock (getting on 
for four) in the morning, with the sun not yet very 
strong, and but newly risen. What it was that 
happened there was no one to tell. Perhaps it was 
the shock of the night's proceedings, though he 
had reasoned it away, which struck to his heart — 
perhaps it was the cold of the water — ^it might be a 
cramp, which, had there been any one near to help, 
would have been of little consequence. None of 
these things would any one ever know. It was said 
afterwards that a cry was heard, piercing the sober 
stillness of the morning, so that somebody woke 
and got up at the " Dun Cow," but finding no sign 
of harm, went to bed again for another hour. And 
it is certainly true that the minister woke in his 
manse, which is near the shore, and got up and 
opened his window, and remarked upon the beauty 
of the morning, and the wonderful delightful cabn 
and brightness of the Firth. He thought after 
that it must have been the drowning man's cry 
that woke him, though he was not conscious of the 
sound itself. 

Thus, with the strangest repetition, all the 
incidents of Dalyell's fictitious drowning were 
reproduced; and it did not fail to be remarked 
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in the papers that the accident up the Firth was 
singularly like the accident that had happened 
nearly two years before to Mr. Dalyell, of Yalton, 
on Portobello sands. It was a remarkable coin- 
cidence : but the sufferer in this case, it was added, 
was a stranger, who had arrived at the "Dun Cow" 
the night before, and was supposed to be a 
foreigner. The body was found among the rocks, 
as if he had made a despairing grip upon the 
seaweeds that covered them to save himself, from 
which it was judged that the misadventure was 
wholly accidental; but, naturally, all was con- 
jecture, and this was a thing that never could be 
known. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Fued went to his mother's room, about which an 
agitated crowd had ahready gathered, the two girls 
and their maid, and an anxious domestic or two 
from downstairs, besides Mrs. Dalyell's own maid, 
who was with her mistress. Foggo stood outside 
on the staircase, anxious to know if he should go 
for the doctor, and still more anxious to know what 
had happened, for there was already a conviction 
in the house that it was not mere illness which 
had produced that shriek which startled everybody. 
Mrs. Dalyell was not the kind of woman to shriek 
from physical pain, and there had been a whisper 
in the house that the horseman had been heard 
in the avenue, which, naturally, was a preparation 
for trouble. Fred, however, was not admitted till 
some time later, of which the poor young fellow 
was glad : for he was in no condition to meet his 
mother in the nervous and excited state in which 
she must be, while he himself was so shaken and 
miserable from the same cause. He went to his 



HB. ROBERT DAIYELL. 



313 



I dreadfu 

L he mils 



own room and endeavoured there to calm himself, 
and thrust away the appalling question that 
was now before him. How lately he had said to 
himself that hia lather's previsionB ha,d all been 
mistaken, and instead of having to take upon 
himself the anxieties and cares of the head of 
the house, to break off his Btudies and turn his 
thoughts to the grave side of life, he had only been 
more free, more independent, than before, since he 
had Buoeeeded hia father as Ealyell of Yalton. 
Ah I but who could have thought of this, this 
farther chapter of disaster, unimaginable, incur- 
able, which would involve the name of Dalyell of 
Yalton in dishonour and shame — the name his 
ancestors had borne in credit and pride, the name 
that poverty and ruin could not have stained, but 
which must now perish amid records of deceit and 
fraud. Fred's very heart seemed to shrink and 
wither up within him when he thought of what he 
had now to do. It would be his to put the stamp 
of shame upon that name — to expose the whole 
disgraceful story, the dishonest means by which 
downfall had been ataved off, only to fall more 
dreadfully upon the unhappy and innocent now. No, 
he must not palter with right and wrong, he moat 
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not allow any sentiment of pity either for the 
criminal or for himself to steal in. The criminal ! 
Now that Fred had time to think, that criminal — 
whose very name he could not endure to think of 
— ^whom he had denounced and disowned with 
such force and almost hatred — ^had looked at him, 
oh, with such fatherly eyes! He had Bcaroely 
said anything, not a word in his own defence. 
Fred felt that if he had stayed another minute his 
courage would have failed him, and the old dear 
familiar image would have regained its power. 
The criminal ! — worse than a fraudulent bankrupt, 
almost worse than a suicide, and yet so like — oh, 

so like ! Oh, he must not think, he must not 

allow himself to fail in his duty. In a week's 
time — that was what he had said — ^to give full time 
for that fugitive to escape, that he might not 
be taken or. injured, or brought to justice. In a 
week's time ! There must be no paltering with 
duty. It was clear before him what he had to do. 
And then there began to pluck as it were at the 
skirts of Fred's mind thoughts of what this thing 
was, of what it must have cost. Had not the man 
died, had he not more than died? It was not 
suicide, but it was worse. He had given his life 
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while Btill a living man. Strange words crept into 
Fred's mind, which didnot come there of themselves, 
aa ii some one had thrown them into the surging 
sea of passion and pain which was within him. 
Greater love hath no man than this. Oh, silence, 
silence ! these words were said of another, a greater — 
one Divine. Greater love hath no man than this : 
they came back and back : as if they could be 
applied to a man who was a sinner, who had com- 
mitted a frand, and deceived his fellow men ! Had 
he deceived them ? Had he not died ? Died more 
terribly, more completely than the man in the 
family grave in Yalton churchyard, who was not 
Kobert Dalyell. Which would one choose if one 
had to choose ? Surely the home in the church- 
yard, the tablet on the wall — and not the life of an 
outcast, the death in life of a man who had no 
identity, who had neither name nor fame. Fred's 
young soul was rent asunder by these thoughts. 
There had been no relenting in him, no pity. But 
now outraged nature avenged herself. Oh, how 
cruel he had been, how harsh ! — not a word of 
kindness in him, not a softening touch. And he 
ought not to think of natui-e now, he ought not to 
he moved by kindness. He ought ' 
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relenting. In a week's time! He must set his 
face like brass. He must think of nothing that 
could make him fail. 

It was late when Fred was called to his mother, 
and he went down as timid as a child called to an 
interview of which it knows nothing, but that it 
must involve terrific consequences. He had looked 
at himself anxiously in the glass before he obeyed 
the summons, wishing that he knew some way of 
making himself look less pale, his eyes less excited. 
The girls knew ways of doing this, Fred believed, 
but he did not know. He plunged his head into 
cold water to relieve the heaviness and heat he 
felt, as of something bursting from his forehead ; 
and then he went downstairs, slowly labouring to 
collect his thoughts to think what he should say. 
Mrs. Dalyell was in bed, her head with the back- 
ground of the red curtains looking at the first glance 
almost ghastly, her face very pale, her eyes excited 
like his own. She grasped him by both hands and 
made him sit down by her. The candles were 
still burning, but a faint glimmer of blue showed 
between the curtains. She kept holding his hand, 
but it was a minute or two before she spoke. 

" Fred, do you know if I said anything? What 
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did I Bay? What did they tell you? Did they 

say that I ?" She gasped for breath, and 

could not finish the sentence, but did bo with 
her eycB and with the pressure of her hand. 

" I heard nothing, mother, but that you fainted." 

She pressed his hand tightly ag:\in and said, 
" I didn't faint. I let them think so — to conceal — 
Though I was scarcely eonscioua of what I was 
doing, I felt it gleam through me that to let them 
think I was onconscious was best. Bat I never 
was unconscious for a moment, Fred — you under- 
stand what I am saying ? — nor was I asleep, nor 
could I have been dreaming. Tou hear what I am 
saying, Fred? " 

" Yes, mother ; but don't, for heaven's sake, 
excite yourself ; it may make you ill again," 

" What will make me ill ? I want you to nnder- 
stand, I've not been ill, only — that they might 
have no suspicion. Fred, above all things I want 
you to understand that I am iu my full senses, 
meaning every word I say." 

"Yes, mother," ho said, pressing her hand. 

She renewed her grip upon it, as if she were 
holding fast to something lest she should be 
carried away. *'^"' " said, with a long- 
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drawn breath. Then looking him full in the eyes 
as if to defy misunderstanding: ''Fred/' she said, 
" I have seen your father 1 " 

" Mother ! " he cried. 

" Hush — ^this was what T was afraid of — that 
you would think me out of my senses. Look at 
me. I am not calm, perhaps, but I am as steady 
as you are." (That was not saying much; but 
absorbed in her own extraordinary sensations, 
Mrs. Dalyell fortunately did not notice Fred.) 
** I was not thinking of him, nor even questioning 
as I sometimes do. I was more quiet than usual : 
when, just there, where the curtain is, I saw your 
father ! " 

"You must have been over-excited, mother, 
though you did not know it. My coming home 
and the girls' talk — and all of us making ourselves 
disagreeable — ^without knowing it your mind must 
have " 

"My mind was quite calm. I made allowance 
for you children. I could have sympathised with 
you. But don't go away with any such idea. I 
saw your father — ^as plain as I ever saw him in 
my life." 

What could Fred say ? He patted her hand to 
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soothe her, and shook his head gently ; lie could 
not trust himself to speak. 

" It all passed in a moment," she went on. " He 
said Homething. I feel sure he used the word mar- 
riage, but I was too much startled to make out, and 
I -was so foolish as to give that cry. I can't teli 
you what a dreadful feelmg came upon me. I am 
not a woman to scream, but I could not help it. And 
he disappeared, and they all came rushing in." 

" It must have been an optical illusion, mother 
— that's what they call those sort of things. Tou 
were disturbed by all ol us, and your imagination 
got excited." 

" Don't speak such nonsense to me. I saw your 
father as I see you. Fred, that's not half I've got 
to tell you." She closed her fingers more and more 
closely upon his hand, and drew him close to her. 
" He was changed," she said almost in a whisper. 
" He was not as he used to be." She put her face 
nearer to her son's. " An apparition would have 
been nothing in comparison. It would have been 
not wonderful, considering everything. But this: 
Fred" — she drew him quite close and her fingers 
were upon his hand like iron — " Fred, your father 
had grown a beard 1 " 
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" Mother ! " he cried again. 
" You think I'm mad, and I don't wonder : but 
there's more in what I say than you think, Fred : 
a man who was dead could not do that. Fred, 
find me words. I don't know what to say. There 
is more in this than we know." 

They looked at each other, the eyes of the 
one shooting light and meaning into those of 
the other. How could the boy stand the keen 
scrutiny of his mother's eyes? He faltered 
before her and tried to avert them, but failed. 
At last he faltered, ** Mother 1 I think your guess 
is right ! " 

She seized him by the shoulder with her other 
hand and shook him in the vehemence of her 
passion. ''Have you known this all along? Have 
you known and never said a word? " 

"No," he said; "how could you think it? 
Could I have been a party to a fraud ? But I saw 
him too — to-night." 

Mrs. Dalyell's hands relaxed ; she fell back upon 
her pillow, and, covering her face with her hands, 
began to cry and moan. " Oh, how shall I ever 
look him in the face 1 How shall I ever look him 
in the face I " 
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Fred was prepared for many things on hia 
mother's part. He was prepared to see her burst 
into indignation like his own ; he could have 
imderstood her stern and angry, or he could have 
understood her grieved and miserable. He could 
even have understood it — had she been unreason- 
ably and foolishly glad. But ashamed, asking how 
she could look him in the face 1 — this was beyond 
the knowledge of her son. After a little she 
calmed down and said with the echo of a sob, "We 
will have something to forgive each other — on 
both sides." 

" Mother," cried Fred, " do you realise all the 
difference it will makn ? " 

She was silent for a moment, with a flush upon 
her face. " Oh, my dear," she cried, with a look 
of awe, " bow can we ever be sufficiently thankful 
that we knew in time ! " 

This was all she could think of, it seemed ; and 
poor young Fred had to return to his own troubled 
thoughts by himself without help from his mother. 
She entertained, it would seem, no doubt as to her 
duty towards her husband. The fraud did not 
weigh on her mind. He had come back— that 

sail. 



CHAPTER X. 

In the afternoon of the miserable day which had 
began in this wise, Fred was sitting alone, trying 
to come to some conclusion in the crowd of his 
unhappy thoughts. His mother had been able to 
rest after her agitation, and sleep, but had sent 
for him again early to ask for his father — where 
he was in the meantime, and when he was coming 
home ? It had better, she thought, be got over as 
quietly as possible, and all the friends informed. 
Mr. Wedderburn was always fond of Eobert : he 
would take it very quietly ; he would see that the 
less said the better for all parties. Her mind was 
full of these thoughts. She had arranged every- 
thing in her mind. There would be much to 
forgive — on both sides — which perhaps on the 
whole was better than had it been entirely on 
one. As for business matters, Mrs. Dalyell was 
aware there must be troubles ; but fortunately this 
was not her share of the business. Eobert and 
Mr. Wedderburn would settle these things. It all 
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seemed so Bimple as she put it, that Fred withdrew 
again with a sort of artificial calm in his spirit, hnt 
had no sooner been alone ior ten minutes than the 
hurlybarly began over again. What was he to do? 
Inform the insorance companies ? But what could 
be done to raise the necessary money? Throw 
Yalton into the market — or what? Anyhow, it 
must be min, whether the father came home 
or disappeared again ; anyhow, hia own happy 
career was over, and nothing but trouble was to 
come. 

In the meantime he did not know where his 
father was, or what had become of him, and he 
had not yet the courage to question Janet, who 
no doubt knew. Janet was at the bottom of it all. 
For all he could tell, it might be she who had first 
suggested that dreadful expedient out of which 
all this misery came. Oh ! had the family been 
but ruined honestly, naturally, two years ago ! 
Fred felt, like a child, that it must be that wretched 
old woman's fault all through, and he could not 
subdue his mind to the extent of asking her (or 
information. It would come, he felt sure, in good 
time. 

And BO it did : t ■ Foggo entered the 

x2 
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library where his young master was sitting, with a 
very mysterious air,, and informed him that there 
was '' one " who desired to speak with him. Fred's 
heart leapt to his mouth, for his thoughts were 
bent solely on his father, and it seemed certain 
that it could be no other than he. 

"A gentleman," he added faintly, "with a 
beard?" It was the only description he could 
venture upon. 

"No, Mr. Fred, not a gentleman at all — John 
Saunderson from the *Dun Cow.*" 

" John Saunderson from the * Dun Cow ' ? " 

"It was to speak about something that had 
happened. He said that if the young laird would 
have the kindness to step out at the gate — ^he's no 
just in trim for a grand house, and he would like 
to speak to yourself in a private way." 

" Bring him here, then, Foggo." 

" No, Mr. Fred : he would take it far kinder if 
you would just step out to the gate." 

And this was what Fred finally did. He found 
the landlord of the "Dun Cow" exceedingly em- 
barrassed, not knowing how to begin his story. He 
took off his blue bonnet at the sight of Fred, and 
began to twirl it round and round in his hands. 
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" It'8 about an accident that's happened," eaid 
John. 

"Do you want me to do anything? I'm very 
much occupied ; ii it's anything Foggo could 
do " 

"Na, it's not Foggo I want" (he said Foggy, 
after the fashion of his locaUty), "it'a juat yourael'. 
There was a gentleman came to lodge in my house 
last night. We whiles get a stranger — that'a not 
vety particular." 

"A gentleman? " 

"A gentleman with a beard," The man eyed 
Fred very closely, who did not know what to reply. 

"Yes," he eaid, with a little catch of hia breath, 
"and what then?" 

" The gentleman must have gone down, bo far as 
we. can see, very early to take a bath in the sea. 
Nobody heard him go out. My own idea is he 
never was in after he got his supper. He firat 
went to the door for a smoke, and my impression 



" What happened ? " said Fred. His mouth was 
80 dry he could acareely speak. 

" He must have gone into the aea to take a bath 
awfu' early in the morning, before we were up. 
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The wife she thought she heard a cry about four 
o'clock, and I got up, for she gave me no peace, 
and looked about and saw nothing. But later there 
was one came running and said a man's clo'es were 
on the sands, close by some rocks — ^just for all the 
world as they were that time, ye mind, Mr. D'yell, 
when your father was lost. I just took to my heels 
and ran all the way to the sands. And there was 
his clo'es, sure enough." 

"The man?" Fred gasped again. 

''They got him after a bit tie, with his hands 
clasped full of the seaweed, and his knee raised up 
upon a rock. He must have made a fight, poor 
gentleman, for his life. Na, I see what you are 
thinking : it was nae suicide. He had got up his 
knee upon a bit of rock, and his hands were full 
of the weeds — ^nasty slimy unprofitable things." 
There was a pause, and the man lowered his voice 
a little significantly before he said, " I would like 
much, Mr. Frederick, if you would come down and 
see him." 

Fred was not able to speak. He shrank more 
than he could say from this dreadful sight. He 
shook his head in the impulse of his panic and 
horror. 
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"Sir," said the man, "I've known your father, 
Mr. Bobert D'yell, Yalton, man and boy, for more 
than forty year. If I didna know he had been 
drowned two years ago I would say yon was him." 

It was with difficulty Fred found his voice: "I 
think that I know who it was. It was a — ^near 
relation." 

"Ah, I can well believe that," said John 
Saunderson. He was something of a genealogist 
himself, as so. many people of his class are in 
country life, and he threw a hasty backward glance 
over the scions of the house of Yalton, which he 
had known all his life, and settled within himself 
that there was no such near relation, no cousin 
that ever he had heard of. He did not say this, 
nor his own profound conviction as to the drowned 
man. 

"A man," said Fred, "that we had thought to 
be dead — for years. He frightened my mother 
with the likeness you speak of, and I am afraid 
he did not get a good reception. Oh, Saunderson, 
you are sure it was not a suicide?" 

" So far as I could judge — ^no. I am not 
surprised," said Saunderson, ''that the mistress 
was terrified. It gave me a kind of a shock. 
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' Lord bless me/ I said, and then I just held my 
peace, for I would not be one to raise a scandal 
on the house of Talton. But my ostler, confound 
him, has a long tongue." 

" I'm much obUged to you," said Fred. " I'U 
come down." 

And there he saw, on the poor bed in the ''Don 
Cow," surrounded by the few rustic houses about, 
all excited and discussing the tragedy, his father, 
at last hushed and safe, seized by the death which 
he had cheated once, but could not cheat a second 
time. The dreadful drowning look had departed 
from his face ; he lay tranquil and calm, like a man 
who had died in his bed, who had never wronged 
either man or woman. Whom had he wronged? 
Perhaps the insurance companies — ^no one else. 
And Fred at length came to the conclusion that 
there was now no occasion to disturb the insurance 
companies. It had come to pass at last — ^the event 
which had been supposed to be accomplished long 
ago. There was no reason now for the confession 
he had intended, no need to expose his father's 
deception, to betray the secret of the house. Fred 
could scarcely reconcile himself to the fact that 
this was so. It cost him a ^reat deal of trouble to 
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mate ap his mind that hia btiBiiieBS now — now that 
all was over, and his father gone for ever — was to 
be ailent for ever. Mr. Wedderburn had been 
Bumtnoned, and this was his advice, aa well as the 
almost imperious command of Fred's mother. To 
throw a stain npon her husband's name was 
intolerable to Mrs. Dalyell — to attract attention 
to the houBB and explain its secret history. She 
said, with tears, yet with indignation, that it should 
notj it must not be. And old Pat Wedderburn, 
who was strangely moved by the story, and who 
said not a word in blame of his friend, supported 
her strongly. " They would have had to give the 
money now, if not then," he said, "and it's not 
your part to open the question. Let it alone. Let 
him rest in hia grave at last — poor Bob I And I 
hope in my presence no one will ever say an ill 
word of Bob D'yell." 

There was a tear in the old lawyer's eye- 
Perhaps he understood it best of the three, though 
the other two were wife and son. Fred's statement 
that the drowned man was a relation made it 
possible to lay him in the Yalton vault after all — 
his last and rightful home. Who the other was, 
who had received that sad hospitality in the name 
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of Robert Dalyell of Yalton, they never knew, nor 
was it necessary to inqoira 

Somehow, however, there was no more question 
of Mrs. Dalyell's marriage. Neither bride or bride- 
groom ever spoke of it again. And Mr. Wedderborn 
resumed something of the old easy relations after a 
while, and presided at Susie's marriage, and was 
the best friend of the house, as he had always beem. 
It was a conclusion which on the whole they all 
felt to be the best. 



THE END. 
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** With all its rush and ezdtemeiit there is a solid basis of pains- 
taking and thoughtf ukiess in * The Red Republic* Mr. Chambexs 
Is wholly free from self-consdousness ; indeed his gifts seem to be 
little short of genius. Wonderfully vivid and graphic."— iV^. K. 
Prtst, 

•* Mr. Chambers shows peat familiarity with the many dreadful 
days of 1871, and Mr. Thiers* policy is critically examined. * The 
Red Republic* abounds in action."— iV: V, Times, 

* The Red Republic ' has the healthy ring of a young man's 
book. Mr. Chambers can do what few men can do, he can tell a 
story."— ^. y. Journal, 

**^The book will commend^ itself not only for its strength and 
vividness, but for imagination and fancy. . . . Glow with 

fentle beauty and romance, putting in striking contrast the baiw 
arity of war."— Droch in N, Y, Life, 

A King and a Few Dukes. A Romance. By 
Robert W. Chambers, author of ** The Red Re- 
public." Second Edition, Large 12", $1.25. 

** No tttperbr fiction hay appeared in months. . . . It is a 
charming love story, attractively told in a way that is essentially 
Mr. Chambers* own,"— JV, K, Timet, 

" A more charming, wholly delightful story, it would be difficult 
to name in the whole range of English fiction. That is sa^ng 
much, but not one bit more than the book deserves. ... The 
characters arc wonderfully well drawn.*'— JV. Y, World, 

** This latest of Mr. Chambers* stories Is written in a very 
charming manner, and with all the grace and finish that have 
made the writings of the author so popular during the past. — 
Albany Union, 

The Maker of Moons. By Robert W. Chambers. 
Large 12% gilt top, $1.50. 

"Mr. Chambers has an original creative imagination of great 
power, and has a dramatic faculty which enables him easily and 
artistically to shape his stories so that there is no lagging of inter- 
est . . . he is a master of natural dialogue, a strong pictur- 
esque descriptive writer, and the possessor of a keen sense of 
humor."-iV; K. Press, 
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